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PREFACE 


Tue three plays in this volume were written to be produced. 
At the beginning of this century, though the managers as 
now were complaining of the dearth of plays, it was even 
more difficult than at present for an unknown dramatist to 
get a play accepted. Sir Arthur Pinero, Henry Arthur Jones 
and R. C. Carton held the stage, and for the rest the managers 
wete content to depend on adaptations from the French or 
German. The only society in existence that offered the 
untried author a chance was the Stage Society; and even this 
was moreinclined to give performance to a foreign play that 
was supposed to be too advanced for the general public than 
encouragement to the English author. It was the Stage 
Society, however, that produced my first play. I knew no 
one connected with it. I was obscure. The committee took 
it on its merits. I shall always be grateful to it. 

The play was called 4 Man of Honour. It was written in 
1898 and produced in 1902. In the interval it had been 
refused by half a dozen managers. It was very well received, 
though its end, a little grim for the time, disconcerted the 
audience. The critics judged it according to their precon- 
ceptions. The more conventional abused it heartily; the 
earnest students of the drama praised it. Et ego in Arcadia 
vixi: I too have been a highbrow. I have not looked at it for 
more than twenty years and I think it must have been 
somewhat ridiculous. I believe that two or three scenes 
were well enough written. The rehearsals taught me most of 
what I know of stage-craft. In the cast were four actors who 
later achieved eminence in their profession. These were 
Dennis Eadie, Granville Barker, O. B. Clarence and Nigel 
Playfair. Granville Barker has also written some very 
interesting plays and Nigel Playfair has been made a knight. 


Vv 
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He played the smallest of the four parts. There was in the 
first act of my play a little scene that sounded so well in 
rehearsal and went so well on performance that I was 
convinced that I could write a comedy. I could not help 
noticing that a play produced by the Stage Society did not 
lead to very much. After the two performances they gave it 
and the notices in the press it was as dead as mutton. I felt 
a trifle flat after the production of A Man of Honour, | 
looked reflectively at the Thames and was conscious that I 
had not set it on fire. I badly wanted to write plays that 
would be seen not only by a handful of people. I wanted 
money and I wanted fame. I did not know then that success 
on the stage can only bring notoriety. But it was not without 
mispiving that I turned to comedy. I knew that the drama 
could only regain its proper place in the literary life of the 
time and be of serious import to intelligent men if it dealt ina 
sincere spirit with life. In my day we meant by this pros- 
titution. We were willing, it is true, to consider adultery if 
the consequences were harrowing; but we had no patience 
with the quality and were interested in the proletariat only if 
it was vicious or starving: it was the middle class with its 
smug respectability and shameful secrets that offered us our 
best chance to be grim, ironical, sordid and tragic. We were 
not gay, life was too grave for that; we were not light, our 
admiration for Ibsen had taught us to leave that to the 
French. We went the whole hog. Sometimes when I have 
been invited to a party in Chelsea and listened to the con- 
versation of the cultured young I have wondered if it ever 
occurs to them that in our day we were just as silly as they. 
Stifling then my honourable scruples I sat down and 
wrote a comedy which I called Loaves and Fishes. The chief 
character was the fashionable vicar of a London parish. It 
was refused by every manager to whom it was sent on the 
ground that the public would not care to see the cloth held 
up to ridicule. I found somewhat to my dismay that the 
small success I had had at the Stage Society had done me 
harm rather than good with the managers. They read my 
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plays with prejudice; after Man of Honour they were 
pretty well convinced that I should never write anything 
that had a penny in it. They were not alone. Mr. Max 
Beerbohm, walking with me on the pleasant lawns of Merton 
Abbey, earnestly besought me to give up a hopeless en- 
deavour. In his gracious, flattering way he told me that I had 
a mind too delicate, a sensitiveness too refined, ever to 
succeed in the vulgar scramble of the stage. He little knew. 
I was young, poor and determined. I reflected upon the 
qualities which the managers demanded in a play: evidently a 
comedy, for the public wished to laugh; with as much 
drama as it would carry, for the public liked a thrill; with a 
little sentiment, for the public liked to feel good; and a happy 
ending. I realised that I should have more chance to get a 
play accepted if I wrote a star part for an actress, for women 
are persuasive; and it seemed to me that if I could devise a 
part that an actress very much wanted to play it was probable 
that she would get a manager to let her. I asked myself what 
sort of part would be most likely to tempt a leading lady. 
Leading ladies are human. I asked myself what sort of 
woman the average woman would like to be. The answer 
was obvious: the adventuress with a heart of gold; titled, 
for the sex is peculiarly susceptible to the glamour of 
romance; the charming spendthrift and the wanton of 
impeccable virtue; the clever manager who twists all and 
sundry round her little finger and the kindly and applauded 
wit. Having made up my mind upon this the rest was easy. 
I wrote Lady Frederick. But it had in the third act a scene in 
which the heroine had to appear dishevelled, with no make 
up on, and have her hair done while she arranged her face 
before the audience. No actress would look at it. One, 
when urged to play the part, stamped her pretty foot and said 
the suggestion was the greatest insult that she had ever had 
to put up with. Another said it was hardly the thing a lady 
would do. The play was eventually bought by Mr. George 
Tyler and he asked me to write in some more epigrams. He 
said it wanted gingering up. I went away, and in two hours 
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wrote twenty-four. I am glad that the fashion for them has 
gone out. It is easy to write an epigram (you have only to 
loop the loop on a commonplace and come down between 
the lines) but it is easier not to write one. Mr. Tyler, how- 
ever, could not induce any actress in England or America to 
risk showing her naked face to the public and the play 
eventually came back to me. I shall always be grateful to 
him, partly for the advance on royalties which he gave me 
and on which I lived for a year, but more because when I met 
him in Paris he gave me my first cocktail. He told me that 
one day I should be a distinguished dramatist and when, on 
leaving him, I walked up the boulevard I trod on air; but 
whether it was on account of his encouragement or because 
the cocktail had made me completely drunk I cannot after 
so long decide. 

While Lady Frederick was being refused by manager after 
manager I wrote another play, and this time, profiting by 
experience, I decided that I would write nothing that 
anyone could possibly take objection to. I made use of the 
same principles that had served me in Lady Frederick, but I 
made my heroine even more virtuous; her reputation was 
unblemished and she did nothing that was not perfectly nice. 
I did everything I could to make my play innocuous. Some- 
times as I wrote I had an uneasy feeling that I was overdoing 
it. I asked myself whether I was not riding the banal too 
hard. I finished the play and started it on its journey. This 
was Mrs. Dot. It was refused as uniformly as Lady Frederick 
had been. The managers praised the dialogue, but com- 
plained that there was not enough action, and one suggested 
that I should put in a burglary. I did not see my way to this. 

I began to think that I should never be able to write a 
piece that a leading lady would like enough to insist on 
playing and so made up my mind to try my hand at a man’s 
play. I employed the same method merely changing the sex 
of my principle character, and wrote Jack Straw. 

Then it happened that Mr. Otho Stuart, who had the 
Court Theatre where he was trying to produce plays of 
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merit without losing too much money, found himself at a 
loose end. He had been surprised by an unexpected failure 
and for some reason could not put on at once the piece he 
had in mind. Lady Frederick was brought to his notice, 
and though it was not the sort of thing he cared for, his 
proclivities being Shakespearean and his heart with the drama 
of ideas, he was in a quandary. He thought Lady Frederick 
would run the six weeks he needed to get his next play 
ready and so accepted it. It lasted for more than a year. Jack 
Straw was put on a little while later and Mrs. Dot shortly 
after that. But Mrs. Dot was the most successful of the 
three. 

Since these three plays introduced me to the stage I think 
it would be ungrateful to leave them out of this edition, but 
it would be absurd to write at any length about them and 
the reader will perhaps forgive me if I end this preface with 
a little anecdote. 

When I received news from my agent that Lady Frederick 
was going into rehearsal immediately I was at Girgenti. 
The letter arrived on Sunday and the first rehearsal was to 
take place on Thursday. I was excited. It was an occasion 
which I felt ] must on no account miss. For the time I was 
not prepared to interest myself further in Greek temples. 
But I lived from hand to mouth and had only come to Sicily 
because I had sold a story for twenty pounds; the money was 
to arrive at Palermo just about the same time as I and on it I 
proposed to see the rest of Sicily and get home. I counted 
the money I had with me. It was only enough to take me to 
Naples. I could not wait for my twenty pounds; I packed 
my bag, jumped into the train and at Palermo just caught the 
packet to Naples. I arrived there on Monday morning. I 
went to Cook’s and found that a boat was going to Marseilles 
that afternoon and took a ticket, but when I offered a 
cheque in payment the agent firmly refused to accept 
anything but cash. I assumed an air of outraged dignity, but 
it availed me nothing; I expostulated, I raged, I stormed; 
and at last (Iam not a dramatist for nothing) flung out of the 
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office vowing that I would not put up with such insolent 
treatment. I did not know a soul in Naples and I had about 
five shillings in my pocket. I went to the office of the steam- 
ship company and asked for a first class ticket to Marseilles, 
(at Cook’s I had asked for a second, perhaps that had 
been my mistake) and sat while the clerk made it out. When 
it was ready I produced my cheque book with a good deal of 
flamboyance and without a word wrote a cheque for the 
amount due. The clerk, young and timid, looked a trifle 
doubtful, but my assurance was such that I think he had not 
the nerve to refuse my cheque; in a minute I was out of the 
office with my ticket to Marseilles in my pocket. But I had to 
get to London. I had noticed on my way in that the shipping 
agents were also bankers, the banking part of the establish- 
ment being in another part of the building; I went in and 
walked boldly up to the desk. I took out my cheque book 
and the ticket I had just received. 

“T’m going to Marseilles on one of your boats this 
afternoon. You might cash me a cheque for a fiver, will 
your” I smiled ingratiatingly, but with a certain con- 
descension. “Here’s my ticket in case you want a proof of 
my bona fides.” 

I began to write my cheque as though there was no 
possibility of a refusal. The cashier took it and looked at it. 

“Do you know anyone here?” he asked me. 

I forget the name of the bank, but I think one of the 
partners was called Turner. It was the middle of summer, 
and very hot and near the luncheon hour. I thought I would 
take a chance. I smiled pleasantly at the cashier. 

“Is Mr. Turner in?” I asked. 

“No, he’s away,” said the cashier. “D’you know Mr. 
Turner?” 

“Well,” I said. 

“Oh, then I suppose it’s all right.” 

He cashed the cheque, but I could see that he was not very 
easy about it, and I did not linger in the bank long after I 
had the five sovereigns in my pocket. I was in great spirits, 
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for now I had enough money to take me to Paris, and I felt 
confident that I could get on from there without delay. It 
was a charming journey; the sea was calm and the sky 
blue. Isat on deck reading. If everything went well I could 
get to London in the nick of time; it would be a nuisance if I 
was held up in Paris. Then two of my fellow passengers 
came up to me and asked if I would like to come into the 
ships’ sweep on the day’s run. 

“How much is it?” I asked. 

“Halfa crown.” 

I knew then how I was going to get from Paris to London. 
My heart leaped. I handed one of the men my half-crown, 
gave him my name and went on reading. In an hour he 
came back and paid me twenty-five shillings. When I got to 
London I still had a shilling for my cab. On Thursday 
morning at eleven o’clock I strolled into the Court Theatre. 
I felt like Phileas Fogg after his journey round the world in 
eighty days entering the Reform Club as the clock struck 
eight. 


The plays in this volume are printed as they were written. 
Stage directions are a confession of failure on the part of the 
author, for they are needful only when his dialogue does not 
meet the requirements of the drama; but I have added a few 
for the reader’s convenience. 


LADY FREDERICK 


A COMEDY 
in Ubree Acts 


CHARACTERS 


Lapy FREDERICK BEROLLES 
Str GERALD O’MARA 

Mr. PARADINE FOULDES 
MARCHIONESS OF MERESTON 
MARQUESS OF MERESTON 
ADMIRAL CARLISLE 

Rost 

LADY FREDERICK’s DRESSMAKER 
LaDy FREDERICK’s FOOTMAN 
Lapy FREDERICK’s MAID 
THOMPSON 

A WAITER 


TIME: 1890 


LADY FREDERICK 
THE FIRST ACT 


Scene: Drawing-room of the Hotel de Paris at Monte Carlo. 
A large, sumptuously furnished room, with doors right and 
left, and windows at the back leading on to a terrace. Through 
these is seen the starry southern night. On one side is a piano, 
on the other a table with papers neatly laid out on it. There 
is a lighted fire. 

Lapy MERESTON, i# evening dress, rather magnificently attired, 
is reading the papers. She is a handsome woman of forty. She 
puts down the paper impatiently and rings the bell. A servant 
ANSWErS. 

Lapy Merestron: Did Mr. Paradine Fouldes come this 
evening? 

SERVANT: Yes, miladi. 

Lapy Meresrown: Is he in the hotel now? 

SERVANT: Yes, miladi. 

Lapy MeErssTon: Will you send some one up to his room 
to say I’m waiting to see him? 

SERVANT: Pardon, miladi, but the gentleman say ’e was on 
no account to be disturbed. 

Lapy Meregsron: Nonsense. Mr. Fouldes is my brother. 
You must go to him immediately. 

SERVANT: Mr. Fouldes his valet is in the ’all. Will your 
ladyship speak with him? 

Lapy Mesresron: Mr. Fouldes is more difficult to see than 
a cabinet minister. Send his servant to me. 


SERVANT: Very good, miladi. 
5 
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[Exit SERVANT, and presently THompson, Mr. Fouldes’ 
man, COMES iN. 

THompson: Your ladyship wished to see me. 

Lapy Mezreston: Good evening, Thompson. I hope you 
had a comfortable journey. 

THompson: Yes, my lady. Mr. Fouldes always has a 
comfortable journey. 

Lapy MErzston: Was the sea calm when you crossed? 

THOMPSON: Yes, my lady. Mr. Fouldes would look upon it 
as a great liberty if the sea was not calm. 

Lapy Mereston: Will you tell Mr. Fouldes that I should 
like to see him at once? 

THompson: [Looking at his watch.] Excuse me, my lady, but 
Mr. Fouldes said no one was to disturb him till ten 
o’clock. It’s more than my place is worth to go to him 
at five minutes to. 

Lapy Meresron: But what on earth’s he doing? 

THompson: I don’t know at all, my lady. 


Lapy Mesreston: How long have you been with Mr. 
Fouldes? 


Tompson: Twenty-five years, my lady. 


Lapy Mezrzston: I should have thought you knew how he 
spent every minute of his day. 


[PARADINE comes in. He is a very well-dressed man of 
forty-odd. Self-possessed, worldly, urbane. He is 
never at a loss or put out of countenance. He overhears 
Lapy MERESTON’S /ast words. 


Foutpes: When I engaged Thompson I told him the first 


thing he must learn was the very difficult feat of keeping 
his eyes open and shut at one and the same time. 


Lapy MEREsTON: My dear Paradine, I’ve been waiting to 
see you for the last two hours. How tiresome you are. 
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Fouutpzs: You may give me a kiss, Maud, but don’t be 
rough. 

Lapy Meresron: [Kissing his cheek.] You ridiculous creatute. 
You really might have come to see me at once. 


Fou.pszs: My dear, you cannot grudge me a little repose 
after a long and tedious journey. I had to repair the 
ravages to my person caused by twenty-seven hours in 
the train. 

Lapy MEREsTon: Don’t be so absurd. I’m sure your person 
is never ravished. 


Fou.peEs: Ravaged, my dear, ravaged. I should look upon 
it as an affectation at my age if I were not a little upset 
by the journey from London to Monte Carlo. 


Lapy MeEresron: I’ll be bound you ate a very hearty dinner. 

Fou.pes: Thompson, did I eat any dinner at all? 

THompson: [Stolidl/y.] Soup, sir. 

Foutpss: I remember looking at it. 

THompsON: Fish, sir. 

Fou.pes: I trifled with a fried sole. 

THOMPSON: Vol-au-vent Rossini, sir. 

Fouxpes: It has left absolutely no impression upon me. 

THOMPSON: Tournedos 4 la Splendide. 

FouLpEs: They were distinctly tough, Thompson. You must 
lodge a complaint in the proper quarter. 

THOMPSON: Roast pheasant, sit. 

Foutpes: Yes, yes, now you mention it, I do remember the 
pheasant. 

THompson: Péches Melba, sir. 

Fou.pEs: They were too cold, Thompson. They were 
distinctly too cold. 


Lapy Mezresron: My dear Paradine, I think you dined 
uncommonly well. 
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Foutpes: I have reached an age when love, ambition and 
wealth pale into insignificance beside a really well- 
grilled steak. That'll do, Thompson. 

THompson: Very well, sir. 

[He goes out. 


Lapy MeErEsTon: It’s too bad of you, Paradine, to devour a 
substantial meal when I’m eating out my very heart with 
anxiety. 

Fouupss: It seems to agree with you very well. I’ve not 
seen you look better for years. 

Lapy MErREsTON: For heaven’s sake be serious and listen to 
me. 

Foupss: I started immediately I got your telegram. Pray 
tell me what I can do for you? 

Lapy Merssron: My dear Paradine, Charlie’s head over 
ears in love. 

Fouxpes: It’s not altogether an unexpected condition for a 
young man of twenty-two. If the lady’s respectable, 
marry him and resign yourself to being a dowager. If 
she’s not, give her five hundred pounds and pack her off 
to Paris or London or wherever else she habitually 
practises her arts and graces. 

Lapy Mesrsston: I wish I could. But who d’you think it is? 

Fouutpgs: My dear, there’s nothing I detest more than 
riddles. I can imagine quite a number of fair ladies who 
would look without disdain upon a young marquess with 
fifty thousand a year. 

Lapy MERESTON: Lady Frederick Berolles. 

Fou.pes: By Jupiter! 

Lapy Mzrzsron: She’s fifteen years older than he is. 

FounpEs: Then she’s not old enough to be his mother, 
which is a distinct advantage. 


Lapy MEreston: She dyes her hair. 
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Foutpes: She dyes it uncommonly well. 
Lapy MERESTON: She paints. 


Foutpes: Much better than a Royal Academician. 


Lapy MEreston: And poor Charlie’s simply infatuated. He 
rides with her all the morning, motors with her all the 
afternoon, and gambles with her half the night. I never 
see him. 


Foupes: But why should you think Lady Frederick cares 
two straws for him? 


Lapy Mereston: Don’t be ridiculous, Paradine. Every one 
knows she hasn’t a penny, and she’s crippled with debts. 


FouupEs: One has to keep up appearances in this world. 
Life nowadays for the woman of fashion is a dilemma of 
which one horn is the Bankruptcy Court and the other— 
the President of the Divorce Court. 


Lapy Merssron: I wish I knew how she manages to dress so 
beautifully. It’s one of the injustices of fate that clothes 
only hang on a woman really well when she’s lost every 
shred of reputation. 


Foutpes: My dear, you must console yourself with the 
thought that she’ll probably frizzle for it hereafter. 


Lapy MereEsTOon: I hope I’m not wicked, Paradine, but to 
wear draperies and wings in the next world offers me no 
compensation for looking dowdy in a Paquin gown in 
this. 

Fouupes: I surmised she was on the verge of bankruptcy 
when I heard she’d bought a new brougham. And you 
seriously think Charlie wants to marry her? 


Lapy Mereston: I’m sure of it. 
Foutpes: And what d’you want me to do? 


Lapy MERESTON: Good heavens, I want you to prevent it. 
After all he has a magnificent position; he’s got every 
chance of making a career for himself. There’s no reason 
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why he shouldn’t be Prime Minister—it’s not fair to the 
boy to let him marry a woman like that. 

Fouupes: Of course you know Lady Frederick? 

Lapy Mereston: My dear Paradine, we're the greatest 
friends. You don’t suppose I’m going to give her the 
advantage of quarrelling with me. I think I shall ask 
her to luncheon to meet you. 

FouLpges: Women have such an advantage over men in 
affairs of this sort. They’re troubled by no scruples, and, 
like George Washington, never hesitate to lie. 


Lapy Meresron: I look upon her as an abandoned creature, 
and I tell you frankly I shall stop at nothing to save my 
son from her clutches. 


Foupes: Only a thoroughly good woman could so calmly 
announce her intention of using the crookedest ways to 
gain her ends. 


Lapy MeErsston: [Looking at him.| There must be some 
incident in her career which she wouldn’t like raked up. 
If we could only get hold of that... . 


Fouxpes: [Blandly.] How d’you imagine I can help you? 


Lapy Mereston: A reformed burglar is always the best 
detective. 


Fouxpss: My dear, I wish you could be frank without being 
sententious. 

Lapy Meresron: You’ve run through two fortunes, and if 
we all got our deserts you would be starving now instead 
of being richer than ever. 

Foutpzs: My second cousins have a knack of dying at the 
psychological moment. 

Lapy MERESTON: You’ve been a horrid, dissipated wretch all 
your life, and heaven knows the disreputable people 
who’ve been your bosom friends. 


FouLpes: With my knowledge of the world and your entire 
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lack of scruple we should certainly be a match for one 
defenceless woman. 


Lapy Meresron: Common report says that at one time you 
were very much in love with her. 


FovuitpEs: Common report is an ass whose long ears only 
catch its own braying. 


Lapy MEreston: I was wondering how far things went. If 
you could tell Charlie of the relations between you. . . 


Foutpes: My good Maud, there were no relations— 
unfortunately. 


Lapy Meresron: Poor George was very uneasy about you 
at the time. 

Fou.pEs: Your deceased husband, being a strictly religious 
man, made a point of believing the worst about his 
neighbours. 

Lapy Meresron: Don’t, Paradine; I know you didn’t like 
one another, but remember that I loved him with all my 
heart. I shall never get over his death. 


Founpes: My dear girl, you know I didn’t mean to wound 
you. 

Lapy Mzresron: After all, it was largely your fault. He was 
deeply religious, and as the president of the Broad 
Church Union he couldn’t countenance your mode of 
life. 

Fouupes: [With great unction.|] Thank God in my day I’ve 
been a miserable sinner! 


Lapy Mzrssron: [Laughing.| You’re quite incurable, 
Paradine. But you will help me now. Since his father’s 
death, the boy and I have lived a very retired life, and 
now we’re quite helpless. It would break my heart if 
Charlie married that woman. 


Fouupss: P’ll do my best. I think I can promise you that 
nothing will come of it. 
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[The door is flung open, and LapY FREDERICK enfers, 
followed by MERESTON, 4 young man of twenty- 
two; by her brother, Sin GERALD O’Mara, @ band- 
some fellow of six-and-twenty,; by Captain Monrt- 
GOMERIE, ADMIRAL CARLISLE, and ROSE, his 
daughter. LADY FREDERICK is a handsome Irish 
woman of thirty to thirty-five, beautifully dressed. 
She is very vivacious. She has all the Irish reckless- 
ness and unconcern for the morrow. Whenever 
She wants to get round anybody she falls into an 
Trish brogue, and then, as she knows very well, is 
quite irresistible. CAPTAIN MONTGOMERIE iS @ 
polished, well-groomed man of thirty-five, with suave 
manners, THe Apmirau is bluff and downright. 
Ross is a pretty ingénue of nineteen. 


Lapy Meresron: Here they are. 


Lavy Freperick: [Enthusiastically going to him with open arms.] 
Paradine! Paradine!l Paradine! 


MeERESTON: Oh, my prophetic soul, mine uncle! 


Foupss: [Shaking hands with LADY FREDERICK.] I heard you 
were at the Casino. 

Lapy Freperick: Charlie lost all his money, so I brought 
him away. 

Lapy Merssrton: I wish you wouldn’t gamble, Charlie dear. 


Mereston: My dear mother, I’ve only lost ten thousand 
francs. 


Lapy Freperick: [To PARADINE Fou.pEs.] I see you’re in 
your usual robust health. 


FouLDEs: You needn’t throw it in my face. I shall probably 
be very unwell to-morrow. 


Lapy FREDERICK: D’you know Admiral Carlisle? This is my 
brother Gerald. 


Fou.ves: [Shaking hands.| How d’you do? 
Lapy FREDERICK: [Introducing.| Captain Montgomerie. 
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CapraAIn MONTGOMERIE: I think we’ve met before. 


FouLpes: I’m very pleased to hear it. How d’you do. [To 
Mereston.] Are you having a good time in Monte 
Carlo, Charles? 


Mereston: A 1, thanks. 
Foutpes: And what do you do with yourself? 


MeERESTON: Oh, hang about generally, you know—and 
there’s always the tables. 


Fouupzs: That’s right, my boy; I’m glad to see that you 
prepare yourself properly for your duties as a hereditary 
legislator. 


MeEreston: [Laughing.| Oh, shut it, Uncle Paradine. 


Foutpss: I rejoice also to find that you have already a 
certain command of the vernacular. 


MeRESTON: Well, if you can browbeat a London cabby and 
hold your own in repartee with a barmaid, it oughtn’t to 
be difficult to get on all right in the House of Lords. 


Fou.pes: But let me give you a solemn warning. You have 4 
magnificent chance, deat boy, with all the advantages of 
wealth and station. I beseech you not to throw it away 
by any exhibition of talent. The field is clear and the 
British people are waiting for a leader. But remember 
that the British people like their leaders dull. Capacity 
they mistrust, versatility they cannot bear, and wit they 
utterly abhor. Look at the fate of poor Lord Parnaby. 
His urbanity gained him the premiership, but his 
brilliancy overthrew him. How could the fortunes of the 
nation be safe with a man whose speeches were pointed 
and sparkling, whose mind was so quick, so agile, that 
it reminded you of a fencet’s play? Every one is agreed 
that Lord Parnaby is flippant and unsubstantial; we doubt 
his principles and we have grave fears about his morality. 
Take warning, my dear boy, take warning. Let the 
sprightly epigram never lighten the long periods of your 
speech nor the Attic salt flavour the roast beef of your 
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conversation. Be careful that your metaphors show no 
imagination and conceal your brains as you would a 
discreditable secret. Above all, if you have a sense of 
humour, crush it. Crush it. 

MezreEstTon: My dear uncle, you move me very much. I will 
be as stupid as an owl. 

Fou.ves: There’s a good, brave boy. 

Mereston: I will be heavy and tedious. 

Fou.pzs: I see already the riband of the Garter adorning 
your shirt-front. Remember, there’s no damned merit 
about that. 

MERESTON: None shall listen to my speeches without falling 
into a profound sleep. 

Fou.pss: [Seizing his hand.| The premiership itself is within 
your grasp. 

Lapy Mzregston: Dear Paradine, let us take a stroll on the 
terrace before we go to bed. 

Fou.pEs: And you shall softly whisper all the latest scandal 
in my ear. 

[He puts on her cloak and they go out. 


Lapy FREDERICK: May I speak to you, Admiral? 
ADMIRAL: Certainly, certainly. What can I do for you? 
[While Lapy FREDERICK and the ADMIRAL falk, the 
others go slowly out. Through the conversation she uses 
ber Irish brogue. 
Lapy FREDERICK: Are you in a good temper? 
ApmirRAL: Fairly, fairly. 
Lapy FREDERICK: I’m glad of that because I want to make 
you a proposal of marriage. 
ApMIRAL: My dear Lady Frederick, you take me entirely by 
surprise. 
Lapy Frepericx: [Laughing.] Not on my own behalf, you 
know. 
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ApMIRAL: Oh, I see. 


Lapy Frepericx: The fact is, my brother Gerald has asked 
your daughter to marry him, and she has accepted. 


ADMIRAL: Rose is a minx, Lady Frederick, and she’s much 
too young to marry. 

Lapy FrepERICK: Now don’t fly into a passion. We’re 
going to talk it over quite calmly. 

ApmIRAL: I tell you I won’t hear of it. The boy’s penniless. 

Lapy FREDERICK: That’s why it’s so lucky you’re rich. 

ADMIRAL: Eh? 


Lapy FREDERICK: You’ve been talking of buying a place in 
Ireland. You couldn’t want anything nicer than Gerald’s 
—gravel soil, you know. And you simply dote on 
Elizabethan architecture. 


ADMIRAL: I can’t bear it. 

Lapy Freperickx: How fortunate, then, that the house was 
burnt down in the eighteenth century and rebuilt in the 
best Georgian style. 

ADMIRAL: Ugh. 


Lapy FrepeRIcx: And you’d love to have little grandsons to 
dandle on your knee. 


ApMIRAL: How do I know they wouldn’t be girls? 
Lapy Freperick: Oh, it’s most unusual in our family. 
ApMIRAL: I tell you I won’t hear of it. 


Lapy FREDERICK: You know, it’s not bad to have the oldest 
baronetcy in the country but one. 


ApMIRAL: I suppose I shall have to pack Rose off to England. 
Lapy Frepericx: And break her heart? 


ADMIRAL: Women’s hearts are like old china, none the worse 
for a break or two. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Did you ever know my husband, Ad- 
mirale 

ADMIRAL: Yes. 
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Lapy FrepErIcx: I was married to him at seventeen because 
my mother thought it a good match, and I was des- 
perately in love with another man. Before we’d been 
married a fortnight he came home blind drunk, and I had 
never seen a drunken man before. Then I found out he 
was a confirmed tippler. I was so ashamed. If you only 
knew what my life was for the ten years I lived with him. 
I’ve done a lot of foolish things in my time, but, my God, 
I have suffered. 

ApMIRAL: Yes, I know, I know. 

Lapy Frepericx: And believe me, when two young things 
love one another it’s better to let them marry. Love is so 
very rare in this world. One really ought to make the 
most of it when it’s there. 

ApMIRAL: I’m very sorry, but ?'ve made up my mind. 

Lapy Frepericx: Ah, but won’t you alter it—like Nelson- 
Don’t be hard on Rose. She’s really in love with Gerald. 
Do give them a chance. Won’t your Ah, do—there’s a 
dear. 

ApmIRAL: I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but Sir Gerald 
is about the most ineligible young man that I’ve ever 
come across. 

Lapy Freprrick: [Triumphantly.| There, I knew we should 
agree. That’s precisely what I told him this morning. 

ApMIRAL: I understand his place is heavily mortgaged. 


Lapy FreprErick: No one will lend a penny more on it. If 
they would Gerald would borrow it at once. 

ApMIRAL: He’s got nothing but his pay to live upon. 

Lapy Frepericx: And his tastes are very extravagant. 

ApMIRAL: He’s a gambler. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Yes, but then he’s so good looking. 

ADMIRAL: Eh? 


Lavy Freperickr: I’m glad that we agree so entirely about 
him. Now there’s nothing left but to call the young 
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things in, join their hands and give them our united 
blessing. 


ApMIRAL: Before I consent to this marriage, madam, I’ll see 
your brother 


Lapy FREDERICK: Damned? 
ADMIRAL: Yes, madam, damned. 
Lavy FREDERICK: Now listen to me quietly, will your 





Apmiral: I should warn you, Lady Frederick, that when I 
once make up my mind about a thing, I never change it. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Now that is what I really admire. I like a 
man of character. You know, I’ve always been im- 
pressed by your strength and determination. 

ApmiRAL: I don’t know about that. But when I say a thing, 
I do it. 

Lapy Freperick: Yes, I know. And in five minutes you’re 
going to say that Gerald may marry your pretty Rose. 

ADMIRAL: No, no, no. 

Lapy Frepericxk: Now look here, don’t be obstinate. I don’t 
like you when you’re obstinate. 

ADMIRAL: I’m not obstinate. I'm firm. 

Lapy Freperick: After all, Gerald has lots of good qualities. 
He’s simply devoted to your daughter. He’s been a little 
wild, but you know you wouldn’t give much for a 
young man who hadn’t. 

ADMIRAL: [Gruffy.] I don’t want a milksop for a son-in-law. 

Lapy Freperick: As soon as he’s married, he’ll settle into a 
model country squire. 

ADMIRAL: Well, he’s a gambles, and I can’t get over that. 

Lapy Frepericx: Shall he promise you never to play cards 
again? Now, don’t be horrid. You don’t want to make 
me utterly wretched, do you? 

Apmirat: [Unwillingly.] Well, P'll tell you what Pll do—they 
shall marry if he doesn’t gamble for a year. 
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Lapy Frepericr: Oh, you duck. [She impulsively throws her 
arms round bis neck and kisses him. He is a good deal taken 
aback.| I beg your pardon, I couldn’t help it. 

ADMIRAL: I don’t altogether object, you know. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Upon my word, in some ways you're 
rather fascinating. 

ApmIrRAL: D’you think so, really? 

Lapy Freperick: I do indeed. 

ApMIRAL: I rather wish that proposal of marriage had been 
on your own behalf. 

Lapy Frepericx: Ah, with me, dear Admiral, experience 
triumphs over hope. I must tell the children. [Ca/dng.] 
Gerald, come here. Rose. 

[GERALD and ROSE come in. 


Lapy FReperiIck: I always knew your father was a perfect 
darling, Rose. 

RosE: Oh, papa, you are a brick. 

ApmiRAL: I thoroughly disapprove of the marriage, my dear, 
but—it’s not easy to say no to Lady Frederick. 

GERALD: It’s awfully good of you, Admiral, and I'll do my 
best to make Rose a ripping husband. 

ADMIRAL: Not so fast, young man, not so fast. There’s a 
condition. 

Rose: Oh, fatherl 

Lapy Freperick: Gerald is to behave himself for a year, and 
then you may marry. 

Rose: But won’t Gerald grow very dull if he behaves 
himself? 

Lapy FrepeRIcx: I have no doubt of it. But dullness is the 
first requisite of a good husband. 

ApMIRAL: Now you must pack off to bed, my dear. I’m 
going to smoke my pipe before turning in. 
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Rose: [Kissing Lapy FREDERICK.] Good-night, dearest, Pll 
never forget your kindness. 

Lapy FREDERICK: You’d better not thank me till you’ve been 
mattied a few years. 

Rose: [Holding out her hand to GzRALD.] Good-night. 


GERALD: [Taking it and looking at her.] Good-night. 
ADMIRAL: [Graffy.] You may as well do it in front of my face 
as behind my back. 
Rose: [Lifting up her lips.] Good-night. 
[He kisses ber, and the ADMIRAL and Rose go out. 
LapyY Freperick: Oh lord, I wish I were eighteen. 


[She sinks into a chair, and an expression of utter weariness 
comes over her face. 


GERALD: I say, what’s up? 

Lapy FrepgrRIck: [Starting.] I thought you’d gone. Nothing. 

GERALD: Come, out with it. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Oh, my poor boy, if you only knew. I’m 
so worried that I don’t know what on earth to do. 

GERALD: Money? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Last year I made a solemn determination 
to be economical. And it’s ruined me. 

GERALD: My dear, how could it? 

Lavy Freperick: I can’t make it out. It seems very unfair. 
The more I tried not to be extravagant, the more I spent. 

GERALD: Can’t you borrow. 

Lapy Frepericx: [Laughing.| I have borrowed. That’s just 
it. 

GERALD: Well, borrow again. 

Lapy Freperick: Pve tried to. But no one’s such a fool as 
to lend me a penny. 

Geratp: Did you say I’d sign anything they liked? 
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Lapy FREDERICK: I was so desperate I said we’d both sign 
anything. It was Dick Cohen. 


GerrRAxp: Oh lord, what did he say? 


Lapy FrepErIick: [Imitating a Jewish accent.] What’s the good 
of wathting a nithe clean sheet of paper, my dear lady? 


GERALD: [Shouting with laughter.| By George, don’t I know it. 


Lapy FREDERICK: For heaven’s sake don’t let’s talk of my 
affairs. They’re in such a state that if I think of them at 
all I shall have a violent fit of hysterics. 

GERALD: But look here, what d’you really mean? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Well, if you want it—I owe my dress- 
maker seven hundred pounds, and last year I signed two 
horrid bills, one for fifteen hundred and the other for two 
thousand. They fall due the day after to-morrow, and if 
I can’t raise the money I shall have to go through the 
Bankruptcy Court. 

GERALD: By George, that’s serious. 

Lapy FREDERICK: It’s so serious that I can’t help thinking 
something will happen. Whenever I’ve got in a really 
tight fix something has turned up and put me on my legs 
again. Last time, Aunt Elizabeth had an apoplectic fit. 
But of course it wasn’t really very profitable because 
mourning is so desperately expensive. 

GERALD: Why don’t you marry? 


Lapy Frepericx: Oh, my dear Gerald, you know I’m always 
unlucky at games of chance. 

GERALD: Charlie Mereston’s awfully gone on you. 

Lapy FREDERICK: That must be obvious to the meanest 
intelligence. 

GERALD: Well, why don’t you have him? 


Lapy FREDERICK: Good heavens, I’m old enough to be his 
mother. 


GERALD: Nonsense. You’re only ten years older than he is, 
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and nowadays no nice young man marries a woman 
younger than himself. 

Lapy FREDERICK: He’s such a good fellow. I couldn’t do 
him a nasty turn like that. 

GERALD: How about Montgomerie? He simply stinks of 
money, and he’s not a bad sort. 

LapY FREDERICK: [Surprised.] My dear boy, I hardly know 
him. 

GERALD: Well, I’m afraid it means marriage or bankruptcy. 


Lavy Frepericx: Here’s Charlie. Take him away, there’s a 
dear. I want to talk to Paradine. 


[Enter PARADINE FOULDES with MERESTON. 


Foutpes: What, still here, Lady Fredericke 

Lapy Freperick: As large as life. 

FouLpss: We’ve been taking a turn on the terrace. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [To Mereston.| And has your astute 
uncle been pumping you, Charlie? 

Fou.pes: Eh, what? 

MeresTon: I don’t think he got much out of me. 

Foupss: [Good-naturedly.| All I wanted, dear boy. There’s 
no one so transparent as the person who thinks he’s 
devilish deep. By the way, what’s the time? 

GERALD: About eleven, isn’t it? 

Fou.pes: Ah! How old are you, Charlie? 

MERESTON: Twenty-two. 

Foutpes: Then it’s high time you went to bed. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Charlie’s not going to bed till I tell him. 
Are you? 

MEREsTON: Of course not. 


Fou.pes: Has it escaped your acute intelligence, my friend, 
that I want to talk to Lady Frederick? 
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MERESTON: Not at all. But I have no reason to believe that 
Lady Frederick wants to talk to you. 

GERALD: Let’s go and have a game of pills, Charlie. 

Mereston: D’you want to be left alone with the old villain? 

Foutpgs: You show no respect for my dyed hairs, young 
man. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I’ve not seen him for years, you know. 

Mereston: Oh, all right. I say, you’re coming for a drive 
to-morrow, aren’t your 

Lapy FREDERICK: Certainly. But it must be in the afternoon. 


FouuvEs: I’m sorry, but Charles has arranged to go to Nice 
with me in the afternoon. 


MeresTon: [To Lapy Frepericx.] That'll suit me A 1. I had 
an engagement, but it was quite unimportant. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Then that’s settled. Good-night. 

MeErEsTon: Good-night. 


[He goes out with GERALD. LADY FREDERICK furns and 
good-humouredly scrutinises PARADINE FOULDES. 


Lapy Frepericx: Well? 

Fou.pes: Well? 

Lapy FREDERICK: You wear excellently, Paradine. 

Fou.pes: Thanks. 

Lapy Frepericx: How do you manage it? 

Foutpss: By getting up late and never going to bed early, by 
eating whatever I like and drinking whenever I’m thirsty, 


by smoking strong cigars, taking no exercise, and refus- 
ing under any circumstances to be bored. 


Lapy Frevericx: I’m sorry you had to leave town in such a 
hurry. Were you amusing yourself? 

Foupgs: I come to the Riviera every year. 

Lapy Freperick: I daresay, but not so early. 
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Foutpss: I’ve never surrendered so far to middle age as to 
make habits. 

Lapy FREDERICK: My dear Paradine, the day before yester- 
day, Lady Mereston, quite distracted, went to the post 
office and sent you the following wire: Come at once, 
your help urgently needed. Charlie in toils designing 
female, Maud, Am I right? 

Fou.pes: I never admit even to myself that a well-dressed 
woman is wrong. 

Lapy FREDERICK: So you started post-haste, bent upon 
protecting your nephew, and were infinitely surprised to 
learn that the designing female was no other than your 
humble servant. 

Fou.pEs: You'd be irresistible, Lady Frederick, if you didn’t 
know you were so clever. 


Lapy FreperiIcx: And now what are you going to do? 

Foutpes: My dear lady, I’m not a police officer, but a very 
harmless, inoffensive old bachelor. 

Lapy Frepericx: With more wiles than the mother of many 
daughters and the subtlety of a company promoter. 


Fou.pes: Maud seems to think that as I’ve racketted about a 
little in my time, I’m just the sort of man to deal with 
you. Set a thief to catch a thief, don’t you know? She’s 
rather fond of proverbs. 

Lapy FReperIck: She should have thought rather of: When 
Greek meets Greek, then comes the tug of war. I hear 
Lady Mereston has been saying the most agreeable 
things about me. 

Fou.pes: Ah, that’s women’s fault; they always show their 
hand. You’re the only woman I ever knew who didn’t. 

Lapy Freperick: | With a brogue.] You should have avoided 
the Blarney Stone when you went to Ireland. 

Fou.pss: Look here, d’you want to marry Charlie? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Why should IP 
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Foupes: Because he’s got fifty thousand a year, and you’re 
head over ears in debt. You’ve got to raise something 
like four thousand pounds at once, or you go under. 
You’ve got yourself a good deal talked about during the 
last ten years, but people have stood you because you 
had plenty of money. If you go broke they’ll drop you 
like a hot potato. And I daresay it wouldn’t be in- 
convenient to change Lady Frederick Berolles into Lady 
Mereston. My sister has always led me to believe that it 
is rather attractive to be a Marchioness. 

Lapy Frepericx: Unlike a duchess, it’s cheap without being 
gaudy. 

Fouupes: You asked me why you might want to marty a 
boy from ten to fifteen years younger than yourself, and 
I’ve told you. 

Lapy Frepericx: And now perhaps you'll tell me why 
you're going to interfere in my private concerns? 

Fou.pes: Well, you see his mother happens to be my sister, 
and I’m rather fond of her. It’s true her husband was the 
most sanctimonious prig I’ve ever met in my life. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I remember him well. He was president 
of the Broad Church Union and wore side-whiskers. 

Fou.pes: But she stuck to me through thick and thin. I’ve 
been in some pretty tight places in my day, and she’s 
always given me a leg up when I wanted it. I’ve got an 
idea it would just about break her heart if Charlie 
married you. 

Lapy Freperick: Thanks. 

FouLpEs: You know, I don’t want to be offensive, but I 
think it would be a pity myself. And besides, unless I’m 
much mistaken, I’ve got a little score of my own that I 
Want to pay off. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Have you? 


Fou.pEs: You’ve got a good enough memory not to have 
forgotten that you made a blithering fool of me once. I 
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swore I’d get even with you, and by George, I mean to 
do it. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Laughing.] And how do you propose to 
stop me if I make up my mind that I’m going to accept 
Charlie? 

Fouxpss: Well, he’s not proposed yet, has he? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Not yet, but I’ve had to use every trick 
and device I can think of to prevent him. 

Fouxpes: Look here, I’m going to play this game with my 
cards on the table. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Then I shall be on my guard. You’re 
never so dangerous as when you pretend to be frank. 


Fou.pes: I’m sorry you should think so badly of me. 


Lapy FrEpDERICK: I don’t. Only it was a stroke of genius 
when Nature put the soul of a Jesuit priest into the body 
of a Yorkshire squire. 


Fou.pzs: I wonder what you’re paying me compliments for. 
You must be rather afraid of me. 
[They look at one another for a moment. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Well, let’s look at these cards. 

Fou.pes: First of all, there’s this money you’ve got to raise. 

LApy FREDERICK: Well? 

Fouxpss: This is my sister’s suggestion. 

Lapy FrepsErRIck: That means you don’t much like it. 

Fouupss: If you’ll refuse the boy and clear out—we’ll give 
you forty thousand pounds. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I suppose you’d be rather surprised if I 
boxed your ears. 

Foutpes: Now, look here, between you and me high 
falutin’s rather absurd, don’t you think? You're in 
desperate want of money, and I don’t suppose it would 
amuse you much to have a young hobbledehoy hanging 
about your skirts for the rest of your life. 
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Lapy Frepericx: Very well, we'll have no high falutin! 
You may tell Lady Mereston that if I really wanted the 
money I shouldn’t be such an idiot as to take forty 
thousand down when I can have fifty thousand a year for 
the asking. 

Fouvpes: I told her that. 

Lapy FREDERICK: You showed great perspicacity. Now for 
the second card. 

Fou.pss: My dear, it’s no good getting into a paddy over it. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I’ve never been calmer in my life. 

Fou.pes: You always had the very deuce of a temper. I 
suppose you've not given Charlie a sample of it yet, have 
your 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Laughing.] Not yet. 

Fou.pes: Well, the second card’s your reputation. 

Lapy FrEperIck: But I haven’t got any. I thought that such 
an advantage. 

Fou.pes: You see, Charlie is a young fool. He thinks you a 
paragon of all the virtues, and it’s never occurred to him 
that you’ve rather gone the pace in your time. 


Lapy FREDERICK: It’s one of my greatest consolations to 
think that. 


Fou.pes: Still it’ll be rather a shock to Charlie when he hears 
that this modest flower whom he trembles to adore 


has. ... 


Lapy FREDERICK: Very nearly eloped with his own uncle. 
But you won't tell him that story because you hate 
looking a perfect ass. 

FoutpEs: Madam, when duty calls, Paradine Fouldes 
consents even to look ridiculous. But I was thinking of 
the Bellingham affair. 

Lapy Frepericx: Ah, of course, there’s the Bellingham 
affair. I’d forgotten it. 
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Foutpes: Nasty little business, that, eh? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Horrid. 

Fou.pes: Don’t you think it would choke him off? 

Lapy Frepsrick: I think it very probable. 

Fouipes: Well, hadn’t you better cave in? 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Ringing the bell.] Ah, but you’ve not seen 
my cards yet. [.A servant enters.| Tell my servant to bring 
down the despatch-box which is on my writing-table. 

SERVAN1. Yes, miladi. [Exst. 

Fou.pes: What’s up now? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Well, four or five years ago I was staying 
at this hotel, and Mimi la Bretonne had rooms here. 

Fou.pes: I never heard of the lady, but her name suggests 
that she had an affectionate nature. 

Lapy FREDERICK: She was a little singer at the Folies 
Bergéres, and she had the loveliest emeralds I ever saw. 

Fou.pEs: But you don’t know Maud’s. 

Lapy FREDERICK: The late Lord Mereston had a passion for 
emeralds. He always thought they were such pure stones. 

Fouxpes: [Quickly.| I beg your pardon? 

Lapy Frepericx: Well, Mimi fell desperately ill, and there 
was no one to look after her. Of course the pious 
English ladies in the hotel wouldn’t go within a mile of 
her, so I went and did the usual thing, don’t you know. 


[Lapy FREDERICK’s man comes in with a small despatch- 
box which he places on a table. He goes out. LADY 
FREDERICK as she talks, unlocks it. 


Fou.pses: Thank God I’m a bachelor, and no ministering 
angel ever smoothes my pillow when I particularly want 
to be left alone. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I nursed her more or less through the 
whole illness, and afterwards she fancied she owed me 
her worthless little life. She wanted to give me the 
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precious emeralds, and when I refused was so heart- 
broken that I said I’d take one thing if I might. 

Fouipes: And what was that? 

Lapy Freprericx: A bundle of letters. I’d seen the address 
on the back of the envelope, and then I recognised the 
writing. I thought they’d be much safer in my hands than 
in hers. [She sakes them out of the box and hands them to 
PARADINE.] Here they are. 


[He looks and starts violently. 


FouLpDEs: 89 Grosvenor Square. It’s Mereston’s writing. 
You don’t mean? What! Ah, ah, ah. [He bursts into a 
shout of laughter.| The old sinner. And Mereston wouldn’t 
have me in the house, if you please, because I was a 
dissolute libertine. And he was the president of the 
Broad Church Union. Good Lord, how often have I 
heard him say: “Gentlemen, I take my stand on the 
morality, the cleanliness and the purity of English 
Family life.”” Oh, oh, oh. 

Lapy Frepericx: I’ve often noticed that the religious 
temperament is very susceptible to the charms of my sex. 


Fouipes: May I look? 

Lapy Frepericx: Well. I don’t know. I suppose so. 
Foutpes: [Reading.| “Heart’s delight” . . . And he signs 
himself, “your darling chickabiddy.” The old ruffian. 

Lapy FREDERICK: She was a very pretty little thing. 

Fou.pss: I daresay, but thank heaven, I have some sense of 
decency left, and it outrages all my susceptibilities that a 
man in side-whiskers should call himself anybody’s 
chickabiddy. 

Lapy Frepsricx: Protestations of undying affection are 
never tidiculous when they are accompanied by such 
splendid emeralds. 

Fouipes: [Starting and growing suddenly serious.) And what 
about Maud? 
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Lapy Frepericx: Well? 


Fouxves: Poor girl, it’d simply break her heart. He preached 
at her steadily for twenty years, and she worshipped the 
very ground he trod on. She’d have died of grief at his 
death except she felt it her duty to go on with his work. 


Lapy FrEepERIcK: I know. 


Fouupes: By Jove, it’s a good card. You were quite right 
to refuse the emeralds: these letters are twice as valuable. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Would you like to burn them? 

FouxpEs: Betsy! 

Lapy FREDERICK: Thetre’s the fire. Put them in. 

[He takes them up in both hands and hurries to the fire. 

But he stops and brings them back, he throws them on 
the sofa. 

Fou.peEs: No, I won’t. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Why not? 


FouupEs: It’s too dooced generous. I'll fight you tooth and 
nail, but it’s not fair to take an advantage over me like 
that. You'll bind my hands with fetters. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Very well. You’ve had your chance. 

Fou.pes: But, by Jove, you must have a good hand to 
throw away a card like that. What have you got—a 
straight flush? 

Lapy Frepericx: I may be only bluffing, you know. 

Foutpes: Lord, it does me good to hear your nice old Irish 
brogue again. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Faith, and does it? 

Fou.pgs: I believe you only put it on to get over people. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Swé/ing.] Begorrah, it’s not easy to get 
over you. 

Fouupes: Lord, I was in love with you once, wasn’t IP 


Lapy FREDERICK: Not more than lots of other people have 
been. 
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Foutpgs: And you did treat me abominably. 

Lapy Frepericx: Ah, that’s what they all said. But you got 
over it very well. ; 

Foutpss: I didn’t. My digestion was permanently impaired 
by your brutal treatment. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Is that why you went to Carlsbad after- 
wards instead of the Rocky Mountains? 

FouLpEs: You may laugh, but the fact remains that I’ve only 
been in love once, and that was with you. 

Lavy Frepericx: [Smiling as she holds out her hand.| Good- 
night. 

Fou.pEs: For all that ’m going to fight you now for all ’m 
worth. 

Lapy Freperick: I’m not frightened of you, Paradine. 

Foutpes: Good-night. 

[As be goes ont, CAPTAIN MONTGOMERIE enters. 

Lapy FrepErick: [Yawning and stretching her arms.) OhT’'m so 
sleepy. 

CapraIn MONTGOMERIE: I’m sorry for that. I wanted to 
have a talk with you. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Sviling.] I daresay I can keep awake for 
five minutes, you know—especially if you offer me a 
cigarette. 

CarraIn MontGomeriz: Here you are. 

[He hands her his case and lights her cigarette. 


Lapy Frepericx: [With a sigh.| Oh, what a comfort. 

CarraIn MonrGomerie: I wanted to tell you, I had a letter 
this morning from my solicitor to say that he’s just 
bought Crowley Castle on my behalf. 

Lapy FrepERIck: Really. But it’s a lovely place. You must 
ask me to come and stay. 


CapraIn Monrcomeriz: I should like you to stay there 
indefinitely. 
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Lavy Freperick: [ With a quick look.] That’s charming of you, 
but I never desert my London long. 

CapraIn MonrGomertz: [Smiéling.] I have a very nice house 
in Portman Square. 

Lapy FrepEricx: [Sarprised.] Really? 

Carrain Monrcomerie: And I’m thinking of going into 
Parliament at the next election. 

Lapy FREDERICK: It appears to be a very delightful pastime 
to govern the British nation, dignified without being 
laborious. 

CaprAIn MonrGoMERIE: Lady Frederick, although I’ve been 
in the service I have rather a good head for business, and 
I hate beating about the bush. I wanted to ask you to 
marry me. 

Lapy FREDERICK: It’s nice of you not to make a fuss about 
it. I’m very much obliged but I’m afraid I can’t. 

CapraiIn MONTGOMERIE: Why not? 

Lavy FREDERICK: Well, you see, I don’t know you. 

CarraAIn Monrcomeriz: We could spend the beginning of 
our married life so usefully in making one another’s 
acquaintance. 

Lapy Freperick: It would be rather late in the day then to 
come to the conclusion that we couldn’t bear the sight of 
one another. 

CarraIn MonrcomMertie: Shall I send my banket’s book so 
that you may see that my antecedents are respectable and 
my circumstances—such as to inspire affection. 

Lapy Frepericx: I have no doubt it would be very interest- 
ing—but not to me. 

[She makes as if to go. 


Caprain MonrcomertE: Ah, don’t go yet. Won't you give 
me some reason? 


Lavy Freperick: If you insist. I’m not in the least in love 
with you. 
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CapratIn Monrcomerie: D’you think that much matters? 


Lapy FREDERICK: You’re a friend of Gerald’s, and he says 
you’re a very good sort. But I really can’t marry every 
one that Gerald rather likes. 

CapTAIN MoNTGOMERIE: He said he’d put in a good word 
for me. 


Lapy FREDERICK: If I ever marry again it shall be to please 
myself, not to please my brother. 


CapTaIn MonrGOMERIE: I hope I shall induce you to change 
your mind. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I’m afraid I can give you no hope of that. 

CaprAIN MONTGOMERIE: You know, when I determine to do 
a thing, I generally do it. 

Lapy FREDERICK: That sounds very like a threat. 

CaprAIN MONTGOMERIE: You may take it as such if you 
please. 

Lapy FREDERICK: And you’ve made up your mind that 
you’re going to marry me? 

CapTAIn MONTGOMERIE: Quite. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Well, I’ve made up mine that you shan’t. 
So we’re quits. 

CapraIn MONTGOMERIE: Why don’t you talk to your brother 
about it? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Because it’s no business of his. 

CapraIn MonrGoMERIE: Isn’t it? Ask him! 

Lapy FREDERICK: What do you mean by that? 

CapraIn MONTGOMERIE: Ask him? Good-night. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Good-night. [He goes out. Lapy 
FREDERICK goes to the window that leads on to the terrace 
and calls.) Gerald! 

GERALD: Hulloal [He appears and comes into the room. 

Lapy Frepericx: Did you know that Captain Mont- 
gomerie was going to propose to me? 
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GERALD: Yes. 

Lapy Freperick: Is there any reason why I should marry 
hime 

GERALD: Only that I owe him nine hundred pounds. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Aghast.] Oh, why didn’t you tell me? 


GERALD: You were so worried, I couldn’t. Oh, I’ve been 
such a fool. I tried to make a coup for Rose’s sake. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Is it a gambling debt? 
GERALD: Yes. 


Lapy Frepericx: [lronically.| What they call a debt of 
honour? 


GERALD: I must pay it the day after to-morrow without fail. 

Lapy FREDERICK: But that’s the day my two bills fall due. 
And if you don’t? 

GERALD: I shall have to send in my papers, and I shall lose 
Rosie. And then I shall blow out my silly brains. 

Lapy FREDERICK: But who is the man? 

GERALD: He’s the son of Aaron Levitzki, the money-lender. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Half-comic, half-aghast.| Oh lord! 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 


THE SECOND ACT 


The scene is the same as in Acr I. Apmirat CARLISLE ¢s 
sleeping in an armchair with a handkerchief over his face. 
Rose is sitting in a grandfather’s chair, and GERALD is 
leaning over the back. 


Rose: Isn’t papa a perfectly adorable chaperon? 
[The ADMIRAL snores. 


GERALD: Perfectly. [4 pause. 

Ross: ve started fifteen topics of conversation in the last 
quarter of an hour, Gerald. 

GERALD: [Siling.] Have you? 

Rose: You always agree with me, and there’s an end of it. 
So I have to rack my brains again. 

GERALD: All you say is so very wise and sensible. Of course 
I agree. 

Rose: I wonder if you'll think me sensible and wise in ten 
years. 

GERALD: I’m quite sure I shall. 

Rosz: Why, then, I’m afraid we shan’t cultivate any great 
brilliancy of repartee. 

GERALD: Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever. 

Rosz: Oh, don’t say that. When a man’s in love, he at once 
makes a pedestal of the Ten Commandments and stands 
on the top of them with his arms akimbo. When a 
woman’s in love she doesn’t care two straws for Thou 
Shalt and Thou Shalt Not. 

GERALD: When a woman’s in love she can put her heart on 
the slide of a microscope and examine how it beats. 
When a man’s in love, what do you think he cares for 
science and philosophy and all the rest of it! 
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Rosz: When a man’s in love he can only write sonnets to the 
moon. When a woman’s in love she can still cook his 
dinner and darn her own stockings. 


GERALD: I wish you wouldn’t cap all my observations. 
[She lifts up her face, and he kisses her lips. 


Ross: I’m beginning to think you’re rather nice, you know. 

GERALD: That’s reassuring, at all events. 

Rosz: But no one could accuse you of being a scintillating 
talker. 

GERALD: Have you ever watched the lovers in the Park 
sitting on the benches hour after hour without saying a 
word? 

Rosz: Why? 

GERALD: Because I’ve always thought that they must be 
bored to the verge of tears. Now I know they’re only 
happy. 

Rose: You’re certainly my soldier, so I suppose I’m your 
nursery-maid. 

GERALD: You know, when I was at Trinity College, Dublin. 

Ross: [Interrupting.] Were you there? I thought you went to 
Oxford. 

GERALD: No, why? 

Ross: Only all my people go to Magdalen. 

GERALD: Yes. 

Ross: And I’ve decided that if I ever have a son he shall go 
there too. 

[The Apmirau starts and pulls the handkerchief off bis 
face. The others do not notice him. He is astounded 
at the conversation, LADY FREDERICK comes in later 
and stands smiling as she listens. 

GERALD: My darling, you know I hate to thwart you in any 
way, but I’ve quite made up my mind that my son shall 
go to Dublin as I did. D 
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Rose: I’m awfully sorry, Gerald, but the boy must be 
educated like a gentleman. 

GERALD: There I quite agree, Rose, but first of all he’s an 
Irishman, and it’s right that he should be educated in 
Treland. 

Rosz: Darling Gerald, a mother’s love is naturally the 
safest guide in these things. 

GERALD: Dearest Rose, a father’s wisdom is always the most 
reliable. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Pardon my interfering, but—aren’t you 
just a little previous? 

ADMIRAL: [Bursting out.| Did you ever hear such a conver- 
sation in your life between a young unmarried couple? 


Rose: My dear papa, we must be prepared for everything. 


ADMIRAL: In my youth young ladies did not refer to things 
of that sort. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Well, I don’t suppose they’re any the 
worse for having an elementary knowledge of natural 
history. Personally I doubt whether ignorance is quite 
the same thing as virtue, and I’m not quite sure that a girl 
makes a better wife because she’s been brought up like a 
perfect fool. 

ADMIRAL: I am old-fashioned, Lady Frederick; and my idea 
of a modest girl is that when certain topics are mentioned 
she should swoon. Swoon, madam, swoon. They 
always did it when I was a lad. 

Rose: Well, father, I’ve often tried to faint when I wanted 
something that you wouldn’t give me, and I’ve never 
been able to manage it. So I’m sure I couldn’t swoon. 

ApmiRAL: And with regard to this ridiculous discussion as to 
which University your son is to be sent, you seem to 
forget that I have the right to be consulted. 


GERALD: My dear Admiral, I don’t see how it can possibly 
matter to you. 
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ApMIRAL: And before we go any further I should like you to 
know that the very day Rose was born I determined that 
her son should go to Cambridge. 

Rose: My dear papa, I think Gerald and I are far and away 
the best judges of our son’s welfare. 

ADMIRAL: The boy must work, Rose. I will have no good- 
for-nothing as my grandson. 

GERALD: Exactly. And that is why I’m resolved he shall go 
to Dublin. 

RosE: The important thing is that he should have really nice 
manners and that they teach at Oxford if they teach 
nothing else. 

Lapy Freperick: Well, don’t you think you’d better wait 
another twenty years or so before you discuss this? 

ApMIRAL: There are some matters which must be settled at 
once, Lady Frederick. 

Lapy FREDERICK: You know, young things are fairly 
independent nowadays. I don’t know what they’ll be in 
twenty years’ time. 

GERALD: The first thing the boy shall learn is obedience. 

Rose: Certainly. There’s nothing so hateful as a disobedient 
child. 

ADMIRAL: I can’t see my grandson venturing to disobey me. 

Lavy Freperick: Then you’re all agrced. So that’s settled. 
I came to tell you your carriage was ready. 

ADMIRAL: Go and put on your bonnet, Rose. [To Lapy 
FREDERICK.] Are you coming with us? 

Lapy FREDERICK: I’m afraid I can’t. Au revoir. 

ADMIRAL: A tout 4 Vheure. 

[He and Rost go ont. 

GERALD: Have you ever seen in your life any one so entirely 
delightful as Rose? 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Laughing.] Only when I’ve looked in the 
glass. 
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GERALD: My dear Elizabeth, how vain you are. 
Lapy FREDERICK: You’re very happy, my Gerald. 


GERALD: It’s such a relief to have got over all the difficulties. 
I thought it never would come right. You are a brick, 
Elizabeth. 


Lapy Frevericx: I really think Iam rather. 


GERALD: The moment you promised to arrange things I felt 
as safe as a house. 


Lapy Freperick: I said I’d do my best, didn’t I? And I told 
you not to worty. 


GeErRALb: [Turning round suddenly.) Isn’t it all right? 


Lapy FREDERICK: No, it’s about as wrong as it can possibly 
be. I knew Cohen was staying here, and I thought I 
could get him to hold the bills over for a few days. 


GERALD: And won’t he? 
Lapy FREDERICK: He hasn’t got them any more. 
GERALD: [Startled.] Whatl 


Lapy FREDERICK: They’ve been negotiated, and he swears 
he doesn’t know who has them. 


GERALD: But who could have been such a fool? 


Lapy FREDERICK: I don’t know, that’s just the awful part of 
it. It was bad enough before. I knew the worst Cohen 
could do, but now. . . . It couldn’t be Paradine. 


GERALD: And then there’s Montgomerie. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I shall see him to-day. 

GERALD: What are you going to say to him? 

Lapy Freperick: I haven’t an idea. I’m rather frightened of 
him. 

GERALD: You know, dear, if the worst comes to the worst... 


Lapy Frepericx: Whatever happens you shall marry Rose. 
I promise you that. 
[PARADINE FOULDES appears. 


Fou.pgs: May I come inp 
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Lapy Freperick: [Gai/y.] It’s a public room. I don’t see 
how we can possibly prevent you. 


GERALD: I’m just going to take a stroll. 
Lapy FREDERICK: Do. 
[He goes out. 
Foutpes: Well? How are things going? 
Lapy FREDERICK: Quite well, thank you. 


Foupes: I’ve left Charlie with his mother. I hope you can 
spare him for a couple of hours. 


Lapy FREDERICK: I told him he must spend the afternoon 
with her. I don’t approve of his neglecting his filial duty. 


Foutpss: Ah! . . . I saw Dick Cohen this morning. 

Lapy Freperick: [ Ouick/y.] Did your 

Fou.pEs: It seems to interest your 

Lavy FrepERIcK: Not at all. Why should it? 

Fou.pes: [Swiling.] Nice little man, isn’t he? 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Good humouredly.| I wish 1 had something 
to throw at you. 


Fouxpss: [With a laugh.] Well, I haven’t got the confounded 
bills. I was too late. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Did you try? 
FouLtpEs: Oh—yes. I thought it would interest Charlie to 
know how extremely needful it was for you to marry him. 
Lapy FREDERICK: Then who on earth has got them? 
Foupes: I haven’t an idea, but they must make you very 
uncomfortable. Three thousand five hundred, eh? 
Lapy FREDERICK: Don’t say it all at once. It sounds so much. 
Foutpes: You wouldn’t like to exchange those letters of 
Mereston’s for seven thousand pounds, would your 
Lapy Freperick: [Laughing.] No. 


Fouupes: Ah. . . . By the way, d’you mind if I tell Charlie 
the full story of your—relations with me? 
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Lapy Frepericx: Why should I? It’s not I who'll look 
ridiculous. 

Foutpes: Thanks. I may avail myself of your permission. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I daresay you’ve noticed that Charlie has a 
very keen sense of humour. 

Foutves: If you’re going to be disagreeable to me I shall go. 
[He stops.] I say, are you quite sure there’s nothing else 
that can be brought up against you? 

Lapy Freperick: [Laughing.| Quite sure, thanks. 

FouupeEs: My sistet’s very jubilant to-day. What about the 
Bellingham affair? 

Lapy Freperick: Merely scandal, my friend. 

Fouupes: Well, look out. She’s a woman, and she’ll stick at 
nothing. 

Lapy Frepericx: I wonder why you warn me. 

Fou.pes: For the sake of old times, my dear. 

Lapy FREDERICK: You’re growing sentimental, Paradine. 
It’s the punishment which the gods inflict on a cynic 
when he grows old. 

FOULDEs: It may be, but for the life of me I can’t forget that 
once 

Lavy FREDERICK: [Interrupting.| My dear friend, don’t rake 
up my lamentable past. 

Fouxpes: I don’t think I’ve met any one so entirely devoid of 
sentiment as you are. 

Lavy Freperick: Let us agree that I have every vice under 
the sun and have done with it. 





[.4 SERVANT comes in. 


SERVANT: Madame Claude wishes to see your ladyship. 
Lapy FreperRIck: Oh, my dressmaker. 
Foutpgs: Another billp 


Lapy FREDERICK: That’s the worst of Monte. One meets as 
many creditors as in Bond Street. Say I’m engaged. 
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SERVANT: Madame Claude says she will wait till miladi is free. 

Foutpes: You make a mistake. One should always be polite 
to people whose bills one can’t pay. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Show her in. 

SERVANT: Yes, miladi. [Exit SERVANT. 

Fouupes: Is it a big one? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Oh, no; only seven hundred pounds. 

FouLpes: By Jove. 


Lapy FrepERIcK: My dear friend, one must dress. I can’t go 
about in fig-leaves. 


FouLpEs: One can dress simply. 
Lapy Frepericx: Ido. That’s why it costs so much. 
Fou.pes: You know, you’re devilish extravagant. 


Lapy FREDERICK: I’m not. I’m content with the barest 
necessities of existence. 


FouLpEs: You’ve got a maid. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Of course I’ve got a maid. I was never 
taught to dress myself. 


Foutpes: And you’ve got a footman. 


Lapy FrepErRIcx: I’ve always had a footman. And my 
mother always had a footman. I couldn’t live a day 
without him. 


Fou.pzs: What does he do for your 
Lapy FREDERICK: He inspires confidence in tradesmen. 


Foutnes: And you have the most expensive suite of rooms 
in the hotel. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I’m in such a dreadful mess. If I hadn’t 
got nice rooms I should brood over it. 


Fou.pss: Then, as if that weren’t enough, you fling your 
money away at the tables. 


Lapy FREDERICK: When you’re as poor as I am, a few louis 
more or less can make absolutely no difference. 
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Fouxpes: [With a laugh.| You’re quite incortigible. 

Lapy Freperick: It’s really not my fault. I do try to be 
economical, but money slips through my fingers like 
water. I can’t help it. 

Founpes: You want a sensible sort of a man to look after 
you. 

Lapy FrRepERIck: I want a very rich sort of a man to look 
after me. 

Foutpss: If you were my wife, I should advertise in the 
papers that I wasn’t responsible for your debts. 

Lapy Freperick: If you were my husband, Id advertise 
immediately underneath that I wasn’t responsible for 
your manners. 

Fou.pes: I wonder why you’te so reckless. 


Lapy Frepericx: When my husband was alive I was so 
utterly wretched. And afterwards, when I looked 
forward to a little happiness my boy died. Then I didn’t 
care any mote. I did everything I could to stupefy 
myself. I squandered money as other women take 
morphia—that’s all. 

FouLpEs: It’s the same dear scatter-brained, good-hearted 
Betsy that I used to know. 

Lapy FREDERICK: You’re the only person who calls me 
Betsy now. To all the others I’m only Elizabeth. 

Foutpes: Look here, what are you going to do with this 
dressmaker? 

Lapy Frepericx: I don’t know. I always trust to the 
inspiration of the moment. 


Fouxpes: She’ll make a devil of a fuss, won’t she? 

Lapy FrEprERIcK: Oh, no; I shall be quite nice to her. 

Foupss: I daresay. But won’t she be very disagreeable to 
your 


LaDy FREDERICK: You don’t know what a way I have with 
my creditors. 


ACT II LADY FREDERICK 43 


Fouupes: I know it’s not a paying way. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Isn’t it? I bet you a hundred louis that I 
offer her the money and she refuses it. 

Fou.pes: I'll take that. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Here she is. 


[MADAME CLAUDE enters, ushered in by the SERVANT. 
She is a stout, genteel person, very splendidly gowned, 
with a Cockney accent. Her face is set to sternness, 
decision to make a scene, and general sourness. 


SERVANT: Madame Claude. 


[Exit Servant. Lapy FREDERICK goes up to her 
enthusiastically and takes both her hands. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Best of women. This is a joyful surprise. 


MADAME CuaAupE: [Drawing herself up.| I ’eard quite by 
chance that your ladyship was at Monte. 


Lapy FREDERICK: So you came to see me at once. That was 
nice of you. You’re the very person I wanted to see. 


MADAME CLAUDE: [Significantly.| ?’'m glad of that, my lady, I 
must confess. 


Lavy FREDERICK: You dear creature. That’s one advantage 
of Monte Carlo, one meets all one’s friends. Do you 
know Mr. Fouldes? This is Madame Claude, an artist, 
my dear Paradine, a real artist. 


MADAME CrAubE: [Grim/y.] Pm pleased that your ladyship 
should think so. 


Fou.pes: How d’you do. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Now, this gown. Look, look, look. In 
this skirt there’s genius, won cher. In the way it hangs my 
whole character is expressed. Observe the fullness of it, 
that indicates those admirable virtues which make me an 
ornament to Society, while the frill at the bottom just 
suggests those foibles—you can hardly call them faults— 
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which add a certain grace and interest to my personality. 
And the flounce. Paradine, I beseech you to look at it 
carefully. I would sooner have designed this flounce 
than won the Battle of Waterloo. 


MapDaAME Criaupe: Your ladyship is very kind. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Not at all, not at all. You remember that 
rose chiffon. I wore it the other day, and the dear Arch- 
duchess came up to me and said: ““My dear, my dear.” I 
thought she was going to have a fit. But when she 
recovered she kissed me on both cheeks and said: “Lady 
Frederick, you have a dressmaker worth her weight in 
gold.” You heard her, Paradine, didn’t you? 


Fou.pes: You forget that I only arrived last night. 


Lapy Frepericx: Of course. How stupid of me. She’ll be 
perfectly delighted to hear that you’re in Monte Carlo. 
But I shall have to break it to her gently. 


MADAME CLAUDE: [Unmoved.] I’m sorry to intrude upon your 
ladyship. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Now what are you talking about? If you 
hadn’t come to see me I should never have forgiven you. 


MapDAME CLAUDE: I wanted to have a little talk with your 
ladyship. 

Lapy Freperick: Oh, but I hope we shall have many little 
talks. We must go out some drives together. I hope 
you’re going to stay some time. 


MapDAME CLAUDE: That depends on circumstances, Lady 
Frederick. I ’ave a little business to do here. 


Lapy FrEepsrRIck: Then let me give you one warning—don’t 
gamble. 

MADAME CLAUDE: Oh, no, my lady. I gamble quite enough 
in my business as itis. I never know when my customers 
will pay their bills—if ever. 
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Lapy FrREpERICE: [S/ightly taken aback.| Ha, ha, ha. 

Fou.pes: [With a deep guffaw.] Ho, ho, ho. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Isn’t she clever? I must tell that to the 
Archduchess. She’ll be so amused. Ha, ha, ha, ha. The 
dear Archduchess, you know she loves a little joke. You 
must really meet her. Will you come and lunch? I know 
you'd hit it off together. 

MapDAME CLaupDE: [More genially.| That’s very kind of your 
ladyship. 

Lapy FREDERICK: My dear, you know perfectly well that 
I’ve always looked upon you as one of my best friends. 
Now who shall we have? There’s you and me and the 
Archduchess. Then I'll ask Lord Mereston. 

MapaME Ciaune: The Marquess of Mereston, Lady 
Frederick? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Yes. And Mr. Fouldes, his uncle. 

MADAME CLAUDE: Excuse me, are you the Mr. Paradine 
Fouldes? 

Fou.vEs: [Bowing.] At your service, madam. 

MADAME CLAUDE: I’m so glad to make your acquaintance, 
Mr. Fouldes. [Unctuously.] Pve always heard you’re such 
a bad man. 

Fou.pEs: Madam, you overwhelm me with confusion. 

MADAME CLAUDE: Believe me, Mr. Fouldes, it’s not the 
ladies that are married to saints who take the trouble to 
dress well. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Now we want a third man. Shall we ask 
my brother—you know Sir Gerald O’Mara, don’t you? 
Or shall we ask Prince Doniani? Yes, I think we'll ask 
the Prince. I’m sure you’d like him. Such a handsome 
man! That’ll make six. 

MapameE Ciaube: It’s very kind of you, Lady Frederick, but 
—well, I’m only a tradeswoman, you know. 

Lapy FrepERICcK: A tradeswoman? How can you talk such 
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nonsense. You are an attist—a real artist, my dear. And 
an artist is fit to meet a king. 

MapamME Criaupbe: Well, I don’t deny that I’'d be ashamed to 
dress my customers in the gowns I see painted at the 
Royal Academy. 

Lavy FrepERIck: Then it’s quite settled, isn’t it, Madame 
Claude—oh, may I call you Ada? 

MapaAME Criaupe: Oh, Lady Frederick, I should be very 
much flattered. But how did you know that was my 
name? 

Lapy Freperickx: Why you wrote me a letter only the other 
day. 

MaApAME CrauDE: Did I? 

Lapy Frepericx: And such a cross letter too. 

MADAME CxaupE: [Apologetically.] Oh, but Lady Frederick, 
that was only in the way of business. I don’t exactly 
remember what expressions I may have made use of. 





Lapy Freperick: [Interrupting, as if the truth had suddenly 
flashed across her.| Adal I do believe you came here to-day 
about my account. 


MapbaME CLAUDE: Oh, no, my lady, I promise you. 
Lapy FREDERICK: You did; I know you did. I see it in your 


face. Now that really wasn’t nice of you. I thought you 
came as a friend. 


MapAmE CxiaupeE: I did, Lady Frederick. 


Lapy FrepERICK: No, you wanted to dun me. I’m dis- 
appointed in you. I did think, after all the things I’ve had 
from you, you wouldn’t treat me like that. 


MADAME CLAUDE: But I assure your ladyship. .. . 


LADY FREDERICK: Not another word. You came to ask for a 
cheque. You shall have it. 


Mapame Criaube: No, Lady Frederick, I wouldn’t take it. 
Lapy FREDERICK: What is the exact figure, Madame Claude? 
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MapAME Cxaupe: I—I don’t remember. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Seven hundred and fifty pounds, seventeen 
and ninepence. You see, I remember. You came for 
your cheque and you shall have it. 


[She sits down and takes a pen. 


MADAME CLAUDE: Now, Lady Frederick, I should look upon 
that as most unkind. It’s treating me like a very second- 
rate establishment. 

Lapy FREDERICK: I’m sorry, but you should have thought of 
that before. Now I haven’t got a cheque; how tiresome. 

MADAME CLAUDE: Oh, it doesn’t matter, Lady Frederick. I 
promise you it never entered my ’ead. 

Lapy FREDERICK: What shall 1 do? 

Founpes: You can write it on a sheet of paper, you know. 

Lapy Frepericx: [With a look, aside to him.) Monster! 
[-Aloud.} Of course I can. I hadn’t thought of that. [Sze 
takes a sheet of paper.| But how on eatth am I to get a 
stamp? 

Foupes: [Mach amused.| | happen to have one on me. 

Lapy FrepzRICK: I wonder why on earth you should have 
English stamps in Monte Carlo? 

Foupes: [Handing her one.] A penny stamp may sometimes 
save one a hundred louis. 

Lapy Freperickx: [Ironically.] Thanks so much. I write the 
name of my bank on the top, don’t I? Pay Madame 
Claude... . 

Mapame Criaupe: Now it’s no good, Lady Frederick, I 
won't take it. After all I ave my self-respect to think of. 

Lapy FREDERICK: It’s too late now. 

MapaMeE Cxiaupe: [Swifing a little.) No, no, Lady Frederick. 
Don’t be too ’ard on me. As one lady to another I ask 
you to forgive me. I did come about my account, but— 
well, 1 don’t want the money. 
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Lapy Freperick: [Looking up good-humouredly.| Well, well. 
[She looks at the cheque.| It shall be as you wish. There. 
[She zears it up.] 

MADAME CLAUDE: Oh, thank you, Lady Frederick. I look 
upon that as a real favour. And now I really must be 
getting off. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Must you go? Well, good-bye. Paradine, 
take Madame Claude to her carriage. Adal 


[She kisses ber on the cheek. 


MADAME CLAUDE: [Going.] I am pleased to have seen you. 


[PARADINE offers his arm and goes out with MADAME 
CuaupeE. Lapy FREDERICK goes to the window, 
stands on a chair and waves her handkerchief. While 
She is doing this CAPTAIN MONTGOMERIE ener’. 


CapTAIN MONTGOMERIE: How d’you do? 


Lapy FREDERICK: [Getting down.] How nice of you to come. I 
wanted to see you. 


CapraIn MONTGOMERIE: May I sit down? 


Lapy FREDERICK: Of course. There are one or two things 
I'd like to talk to you about. 


CapraAInN MONTGOMERIE: Yes? 


Lapy Freperick: First 1 must thank you for your great 
kindness to Gerald. I didn’t know last night that he 
owed you a good deal of money. 


CaprAIN MONTGOMERIE: It’s a mete trifle. 

Lapy FREDERICK: You must be very rich to call nine 
hundred pounds that? 

CapraIn MONTGOMERIE: I am. 

Lapy Frepericx: [With a /augh.] All the same it’s extremely 
good of you to give him plenty of time. 

Caprain Monrcomerie: I told Gerald he could have till 
tq-morrow. 
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Lavy Frepericx: Obviously he wants to settle with you as 
soon as ever he can. 


CapraIN MonrGomMeriz: [QOwietly.] I often wonder why 
gambling debts are known as debts of honour. 


Lapy FREDERICK: [Looking at him steadily.) Of course I 
realise that if you choose to press for the money and 
Gerald can’t pay—he’ll have to send in his papers. 


CapraIn Monrcomeriz: [Ligh¢/y.] You may be quite sure I 
have no wish to bring about such a calamity. By the way, 
have you thought over our little talk of last night? 


Lapy FREDERICK: No. 
CAPTAIN MONTGOMERIE: You would have been wise to do so. 


Lapy FREDERICK: My dear Captain Montgomerie, you really 
can’t expect me to marry you because my brother has 


been so foolish as to lose more money at poker than he 
can afford. 


CapraAIN MONTGOMERIE: Did you ever hear that my father 
was a money-lender? 


Lapy FreperIcx: A lucrative profession, I believe. 


CapraIN MONTGOMERIE: He found it so. He was a Polish 
Jew called Aaron Levitzki. He came to this country with 
three shillings in his pocket. He lent half-a-crown of it 
to a friend on the condition that he should be paid back 
seven and six in three days. 


Lapy FREDERICK: I’m not good at figures, but the interest 
sounds rather high. 


CapraIN MONTGOMERIE: It is. That was one of my father’s 
specialities. From these humble beginnings his business 
grew to such proportions that at his death he was able to 
leave me the name and arms of the great family of 
Montgomerie and something over a million of money. 


Lapy FREDERICK: The result of thrift, industry, and good 
fortune. 
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CapraIn MonTGOMERIE: My father was able to gratify all his 
ambitions but one. He was eaten up with the desire to 
move in good society, and this he was never able to 
achieve. His dying wish was that I should live in those 
circles which he knew only ... 


Lapy Frepericr: Across the counter? 


CapraIn MonrGoMERIE: Precisely. But my poor father was 
a little ignorant in these matters. To him one lord was as 
good as another. He thought a Marquess a finer man 
than an Earl, and a Viscount than a Baron. He would 
never have understood that a penniless Irish baronet 
might go into better society than many a belted earl. 


Lapy Freperick: And what is the application of this? 


CapraIn Montcomeriz: I wanted to explain to you one of 
the reasons which emboldened me last night to make 
you a proposal of marriage. 

Lapy FREDERICK: But surely you know some very nice 
people. Isaw you lunching the other day with the widow 
of a city knight. 

CapTAIN MONTGOMERIE: Many very excellent petsons are 
glad to have me to dine with them. But I know quite 

. well that they’re not the real article. I’m as far off as ever 
from getting into those houses which you have been 
used to all your life. I’m not content with third-rate 
earls and rather seedy dowagers. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Forgive my frankness, but—aren’t you 
rather a snob? 

CarpraAIn Monrcomerie: My father, Aaron Levitzki, 
married an English woman, and I have all the English 
virtues. 

Lapy Freperick: But I’m not quite sure that people would 
swallow you even as my husband. 

Caprain MonrGoMERIE: They’d make a face, but they’d 
swallow me right enough. And when I asked them down 
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to the best shoot in England they’d come to the con- 
clusion that I agreed with them very well. 


Lapy FREDERICK: [S¢s// rather amused.| Your offer is emin- 
ently businesslike, but you see I’m not a business woman. 
It doesn’t appeal to me. 


CarraIn MonrGomerts: I only ask you to perform such of 
the duties of a wife as are required by Society. They are 
few enough in all conscience. I should wish you to 
entertain largely and receive my guests, be polite to me, 
at least in public, and go with me to the various places 
people go to. Otherwise I leave you entire freedom. 
You will find me generous and heedful to all your wishes. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Captain Montgomerie, I don’t know how 
much of all that you have said is meant seriously. But, 
sutely you’te not choosing the right time to make such a 
proposal when my brother owes you so much money 
that if you care to be hard you can ruin him. 

CapraIn MONTGOMERIE: Why not? 

Lavy Frepericx: D’you meantosay ...? 

CapraIn MonrGoMERIiE: I will be quite frank with you. I 
should never have allowed Gerald to lose so much 
money which there was no likelihood of his being able to 
pay, if I had not thought it earned me some claim upon 
your gratitude. 

Lapy Frepericx: [Short/y.] Gerald will pay every penny he 
owes you to-morrow. 

Caprain MonrGoMErie: [B/andly.] Where d’you suppose 
he’ll get it? 

Lavy Frepericx: I have no doubt I shall be able to manage 
something. 

Caprain MonrGoMERIE: Have you not tried this morning, 
entirely without success? 

Lapy Frepericx: [Start/ed.] What? 


Caprain MoNTGOMERIE: You do not forget that you have - 
z 
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sundry moneys of your own which are payable to- 
morrow? 

Lapy FREDERICK: How d’you know that? 

CapraIn Monrcomeriz: I told you that when I took a thing 
in hand I carried it through. You went to Dick Cohen, 
and he told you he’d parted with the bills. Didn’t you 
guess that only one man could have the least interest in 
taking them over? 

Lapy FREDERICK: You? 

CaprAIn MONTGOMERIE: Yes. 

LADY FREDERICK: Oh, God. 

CaPraAIN MONTGOMERIE: Come, come, don’t be worried over 
it. There’s nothing to be alarmed about. I’m a very 
decent chap—if you’d accepted me right away you would 
never have known that those bills were in my possession. 
Think it over once more. I’m sure we should get on well 
together. I can give you what you most need, money and 
the liberty to fling it away as recklessly as you choose; 
you can give me the assured and fixed position on 
which—my father’s heart was set. 

Lapy Frepericx: And if I don’t accept, you’ll make me a 
bankrupt and you'll ruin Gerald? 

CapraIn Monrcomeriz: I refuse to consider that very 
unpleasant alternative. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Ohl! I can’t, I can’t. 

CapraAIn MONTGOMERIE: [Laaghing.| But you must, you 
must. When shall I come for your answer? To-morrow? 
T’ll come with the bills and Gerald’s I.0.U. in my 
pocket, and you shall burn them yourself. Good-bye. 


[He kisses ber -hand and goes out. LaDy FREDERICK 
remains staring in front of her. MERESTON enéers, 
followed by Lavy MERESTON and PARADINE. 


MeEREsTON: [Going to her eagerly.] Hulloal I wondered what on 
earth had become of you. 
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Lavy Frepericx: [ With a Jaugh.] It’s only two hours since I 
chased you away from me. 

MERESTON: I’m afraid I bore you to death. 

LADY FREDERICK: Don’t be so silly. You know you don’t. 

MeREsSTON: Where are you going now? 

Lapy Frepericx: I have rather a headache. I’m going to lie 
down. 

MerzEsron: I’m so sorry. 

[Lapy FREDERICK goes ont. MERESTON Stares after ber 
anxiously, and makes a step towards the door. 

Lapy Mezreston: [Sharp/y.] Where are you going, Charlie? 

MERESTON: I never asked Lady Frederick if I could do 
anything. 

Lapy Mzrzsron: Good heavens, there are surely plenty of 
servants in the hotel to get her anything she wants. 

MeEresTon: Don’t you think a drive would do her good? 

Lapy Merestron: [Unable to control herself.) Oh, I have no 
patience with you. I never saw such a ridiculous in- 
fatuation in my life. 

PARADINE: Steady, old girl, steady. 

MERESTON: What on earth d’you mean, mother? 

Lapy MerssTon: Presumably you’te not going to deny that 
you’re in love with that woman. 

MERESTON: [Growing pale.] Would you mind speaking of her 
as Lady Frederick? 

Lapy MERESTON: You try me very much, Charlie. Please 
answer my question. 

MERESTON: I don’t want to seem unkind to you, mother, 
but I think you have no right to ask about my private 
affairs. 

Fouupes: If you’re going to talk this matter over you’re 
more likely to come to an understanding if you both 
keep your tempers. | 


$4 LADY FREDERICK ACT II 


Mergston: There’s nothing I wish to discuss. 


Lapy MeEreEston: Don’t be absurd, Charlie. You’re with 
Lady Frederick morning, noon and night. She can never 
stir a yard from the hotel but you go flying after. You 
pester her with your ridiculous attentions. 


Fouxpzs: [B/andly.] One’s relations have always such an 
engaging frankness. Like a bad looking-glass, they 
always represent you with a crooked nose and a cast 
in your eye. 

Lapy MEREsTON: [To MEREsTon.] I have certainly a right to 
know what you mean by all this and what is going to 
come of it. 


MErEsTOoN: I don’t know what will come of it. 


FouLpEs: The question that excites our curiosity is this: are 
you going to ask Lady Frederick to marry you? 


Meresron: I refuse to answer that. It seems to me ex- 
cessively impertinent. 


Fou.pgs: Come, come, my boy, you’re too young to play 
the heavy father. We’re both your friends. Hadn’t you 
better make a clean breast of it? After all, your mother 
and I are interested in nothing so much as your welfare. 


Lapy MeErzsron: [Imploring.] Charlie! 


MerssTon: Of course I’d ask her to marry me if I thought 
for a moment that she’d accept. But I’m so terrified 
that she’ll refuse, and then perhaps I shall never see her 
again. 

Lapy Mereston: The boy’s stark, staring mad. 


Meresron: I don’t know what I should do if she sent me 
about my business. I’d rather continue in this awful 
uncertainty than lose all hope for ever. 


Foutpes: By George. You’re pretty far gone, my son. The 
lover who’s diffident is in a much worse way than the 
lover who protests. 
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Lapy Merzsron: [With a Jittle Jaugh.| I must say it amuses 
me that Lady Frederick should have had both my 
brother and my son dangling at her skirts. Your 
respective passions are separated by quite a number of 
years. 

Mereston: Lady Frederick has already told me of that 
incident. 


FouLpes: With the usual indiscretion of her sex. 

MERESTON: It appears that she was very unhappy and you, 
with questionable taste, made love to her. 

Foutpes: Do your best not to preach at me, dear boy. It 
reminds me of your lamented father. 

MerzsTon: And at last she promised to go away with you. 
You were to meet at Waterloo Station. 


Fouupes: Such a draughty place for an assignation. 


MERESTON: Your train was to start at nine, and you were 
going to take the boat over to the Channel Isles. 


Fou.pgs: Lady Frederick has a very remarkable memory. 
I remember hoping the sea wouldn’t be rough. 


MERESTON: And just as the train was starting her eye fell on 
the clock. At that moment her child was coming down 
to breakfast and would ask for her. Before you could 
stop her she’d jumped out of the carriage. The train was 
moving, and you couldn’t get out, so you were taken 
on to Weymouth—alone. 

Lapy Mereston: You must have felt a quite egregious ass, 
Paradine. 


Fouupes: I did, but you need not rub it in. 


Lapy Mezrssron: Doesn’t it occur to you, Charlie, that a 
woman who loves so easily can’t be very worthy of your 
affection? 

Meresron: But, my dear mother, d’you think she cared for 
my uncle? 


Foutpes: What the dickens d’you mean? 
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Mergsron: D’you suppose if she loved you she would have 
hesitated to come? D’you know her so little as that? 
She thought of her child only because she was quite 
indifferent to you. 


Fou.ves: [Cross/y.] You know nothing about it, and you’re 
an impertinent young jackanapes. 


Lapy Mrreston: My dear Paradine, what can it matter if 
Lady Frederick was in love with you or not? 


Fouupes: [Ca/ming down.] Of course it doesn’t matter a bit. 


Lapy Meresron: I have no doubt you mistook wounded 
vanity for a broken heart. 


Foutves: [-Acid/y.] My dear, you sometimes say things which 
explain to me why my brother-in-law so frequently 
abandoned his own fireside for the platform of Exeter 
Hall. 

MERESTON: It may also interest you to learn that I am per- 
fectly aware of Lady Frederick’s financial difficulties. I 
know she has two bills falling due to-morrow. 

FouLpEs: She’s a very clever woman. 


Mereston: I’ve implored her to let me lend her the money, 
and she absolutely refuses. You see, she’s kept nothing 
from me at all. 

Lapy MERESTON: My dear Charlie, it’s a very old dodge to 
confess what doesn’t matter in order to conceal what 
does. 

MeRESTON: What do you mean, mother? 

Lapy MErgEsTon: Lady Frederick has told you nothing of 
the Bellingham affair? 

Mereston: Why should she? 

Lapy Meresron: It is surely expedient you should know 
that the woman you have some idea of marrying escaped 
the divorce court only by the skin of her teeth. 


MERESTON: I don’t believe that, mother. 
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FouupeEs: Remember that you’re talking to your respected 
parent, my boy. 

Meresron: I’m sorry that my mother should utter base and 
contemptible libels on—my greatest friend. 

Lapy Meresron: You may be quite sure that I say nothing 
which I can’t prove. 

MERESTON: I won't listen to anything against Lady 
Frederick. 

Lapy MeresTon: But you must. 

MerESTON: Are you quite indifferent to the great pain you 
cause me? 

Lavy Merssron: I can’t allow you to marry a woman who’s 
hopelessly immoral. 

MERESTON: Mother, how dare you say that? 

FouupEs: This isn’t the sort of thing I much like, but hadn’t 
you better hear the worst at once? 

MERESTON: Very well. But if my mother insists on saying 
things, she must say them in Lady Frederick’s presence. 

Lapy Mereston: That I’m quite willing to do. 

MERESTON: Good. 

[He rings a bell. A servant enters. 


Fou.pes: You’d better take care, Maudie. Lady Frederick’s 
a dangerous woman to play the fool with. 


Mereston: [To the servant.| Go to Lady Frederick Berolles 
and say Lord Mereston is extremely sorry to trouble her 
ladyship, but would be very much obliged if she’d come 
to the drawing-room for two minutes. 

SERVANT: Very well, my lord. [ Exit. 

Fouupes: What are you going to do, Maud? 

Lapy Meresron: I knew there was a letter in existence in 
Lady Frederick’s handwriting which proved all I’ve said 
about her. I’ve moved heaven and earth to get hold of 
it, and it came this morning. 
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Fou.pEs: Don’t be such a fool. You’re not going to use 
that? 

Lavy MEREsron: I am indeed. 

Foutpes: Your blood be upon your own head. Unless I’m 
vastly mistaken you'll suffer the greatest humiliation that 
you can imagine. 

Lapy Merzston: That’s absurd. I have nothing to fear. 


[LADY FREDERICK comes in. 


MERESTON: I’m so sorry to disturb you. I hope you don’t 
mind? 

Lapy Freperick: Not at all. I knew you wouldn’t have sent 
for me in that fashion without good cause. 


MerssTon: I’m afraid you'll think me dreadfully imper- 
tinent. 

Lapy MErEsTon: Really you need not apologise so much, 
Charlie. 

Merzeston: My mother has something to say against you, 
and I think it right that she should say it in your 
presence. 

Lapy FREDERICK: That’s very nice of you, Charlie—though 
I confess I prefer people to say horrid things of me only 
behind my back. Especially if they’re true. 


Fouupes: Look here, I think all this is rather nonsense. 
We've most of us got something in our past history that 
we don’t want raked up, and we’d all better let bygones 
be bygones. 


Lapy Freperick: I’m waiting, Lady Mereston. 


Lapy MeErzsron: It’s merely that I thought my son should 
know that Lady Frederick had been the mistress of Roger 
Bellingham. [Lapy FREDERICK turns quickly and looks at 
ber; then bursts into a peal of laughter. Lapy MERESTON 
Springs up angrily and hands her a letter. Is this in your 
handwriting? 
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Lapy FREDERICK: [Not at all disconcerted.| Dear me, how did 
you get hold of this? 

Lapy Merresron: You see that I have ample proof, Lady 
Frederick. 

Lapy Frepericr: [Handing the letter to MERESTON.] Would 
you like to read it? You know my writing well enough 
to be able to answer Lady Mereston’s question. 


[He reads it through and looks at her in dismay. 


Mereston: Good God! .. . What does it mean? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Pray read it aloud. 

MERESTON: I can’t. 

Lapy Frepericx: Then give it to me. [She takes it from him.] 
It’s addressed to my brother-in-law, Peter Berolles. The 
Kate to whom it refers was his wife. [Reads.] Dear 
Peter: I’m sorry you should have had a row with Kate 
about Roger Bellingham. You are quite wrong in all 
you thought. There is absolutely nothing between them. 
I don’t know where Kate was on Tuesday night, but 
certainly she was not within a hundred miles of Roger. 
This I know because... . 

MERESTON: [Interrupting.| For God’s sake don’t go on. 


[Lapy Freperick Jooks at him and shrugs her shoulders. 


Lapy Frepericx: It’s signed Elizabeth Berolles. And 
there’s a postscript: You may make what use of this 
letter you like. 


MERESTON: What does it mean? What does it mean? 


Lapy MezresTon: Surely it’s very clear? You can’t want a 
more explicit confession of guilt. 


Lapy Freperick: I tried to make it as explicit as possible. 

MERESTON: Won’t you say something? I’m sure there must 
be some explanation. 

Lapy Freperick: I don’t know how you got hold of this 
letter, Lady Mereston. I agree with you, it is com- 
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promising. But Kate and Peter are dead now, and there’s 
nothing to prevent me from telling the truth. 
[PARADINE FouLpEs fakes a step forward and watches 
ber. 

Lapy FREDERICK: My sister-in-law was a meek and mild 
little person, as demure as you can imagine, and no one 
would have suspected her for a moment of kicking over 
the traces. Well, one morning she came to me in floods 
of tears and confessed that she and Roger Bellingham 
[sth a shrug] had been foolish. Her husband suspected 
that something was wrong and had kicked up a row. 


Fouxpes: [Dri/y.] There are men who will make a scene on 
the smallest provocation. 

Lavy Frepericx: To shield herself she told the first lie that 
came into her head. She said to Peter that Roger 
Bellingham was my lover—and she threw herself on my 
mercy. She was a poor, weak little creature, and if 
there’d been a scandal she’d have gone to the dogs alto- 
gether. It had only been a momentary infatuation for 
Roger, and the scare had cured her. At the bottom of 
her heart she loved her husband still. I was desperately 
unhappy, and I didn’t care much what became of me. 
She promised to turn over a new leaf and all that sort of 
thing. I thought I’d better give her another chance of 
going straight. I did what she wanted. I wrote that 
letter taking all the blame on myself, and Kate lived 
happily with her husband till she died. 


MereEsTON: It was just like you. 

Lapy Meregsron: But Lord and Lady Peter are dead? 
Lavy FREDERICK: Yes. 

Lavy Meresron: And Roger Bellinghamr 

Lapy FREDERICK: He’s dead too. 


Lapy Mgresron: Then how can you prove your account of 
this affair.? 


Lapy FREDERICK: I can’t. 
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Lapy Merresron: And does this convince you, Charlie? 

Meresron: Of course. 

Lapy MErEsTon: [Impatiently.| Good heavens, the boy’s 
out of his senses. Paradine, for Heaven’s sake say 
something. 

Foutpes: Well, much as it may displease you, my dear, I’m 
afraid I agree with Charlie. 

Lapy MeEreston: You don’t mean to say you believe this 
cock-and-bull story? 

Fouupgs: I do. 

Lapy Mzresron: Why? 

Fouupes: Well, you see, Lady Frederick’s a very clever 
woman. She would never have invented such an utterly 
improbable tale, which can’t possibly be proved. If she’d 
been guilty, she’d have had ready at least a dozen proofs 
of her innocence. 

Lapy MEResTon: But that’s absurd. 

Fou.pss: Besides, I’ve known Lady Frederick a long time, 
and she has at least a thousand faults. 

Lapy Frepericx: [With flashing eyes.] Thanks. 

Fou.pes: But there’s something I will say for her. She’s 
not a liar. If she tells me a thing, I don’t hesitate fora 
moment to believe it. 

Lapy Frepzrick: It’s not a matter of the smallest import- 
ance if any of you believe me or not. Be so good as to 
ring, Charlie. 

MERESTON: Certainly. 


[He rings, and a SERVANT immediately comes in. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Tell my servant that he’s to come here at 
once and bring the despatch-box which is in my dressing- 
room. 

SERVANT: Yes, miladi. [Exii. 


Fouupes: [ Oxickly.] I say, what are you going to do? 
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Lapy Frepericx: That is absolutely no business of yours. 
Fouupss: Be a brick, Betsy, and don’t give her those letters. 
Lapy Freperick: I think I’ve had enough of this business. 
I’m proposing to finish with it. 
FouLpEs: Temper, temper. 
Lapy Frepericx: [Stamping her foot.] Don’t say temper to 
me, Paradine. 
[She walks up and down angrily. PARADINE sits at the 
piano and with one finger strums “Rule Britannia.” 
MERESTON: Shut up. 
[He takes a book, flings it at his head and misses. 


Fou.pes: Good shot, sir. 

Lapy Freperick: I often wonder how you got your repu- 
tation for wit, Paradine. 

Fou.pEs: By making a point of laughing heartily at other 
people’s jokes. 

[The Footman enters with the despatch-box, which LADY 
FREDERICK opens. She takes a bundle of letters 
from it. 

FouLpEs: Betsy, Betsy, for heaven’s sake don’t! Have 
mercy. 

Lapy FrepERIcx: Was mercy shown to me? Albert! 

FoormMan: Yes, miladi. 

Lapy FrepeRIcK: You'll go to the proprietor of the hotel 
and tell him that I propose to leave Monte Carlo 
to-morrow. 

Mereston: [.Aghas¢.] Are you going? 

FoorMan: Very well, my lady. 

Lapy FrepERIck: Have you a good memory for faces? 

Foorman: Yes, my lady. 

Lapy Frepericx: You’re not likely to forget Lord 
Mereston? 
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Footman: No, my lady. 
Lapy FrepeEricx: Then please take note that if his lordship 
calls upon me in London I’m not at home. 


Meresron: Lady Frederick! 
Lapy FrReperIcK: [To FoorMan.] Go. 
[Exit FooTMAN. 


MERESTON: What d’you mean? What have I done? 


[Without answering LADY FREDERICK fakes the letters. 
PARADINE is watching her anxiously. She goes #p to 
the fire and throws them in one by one. 


Lapy MerzEsron: What on earth is she doing? 

Lapy Freperick: I have some letters here which would ruin 
the happiness of a very worthless woman I know. I’m 
burning them so that I may never have the temptation 
to use them. 

Fou.pEs: I never saw anything so melodramatic. 


Lapy Freperick: Hold your tongue, Paradine. [Turning to 
MeERESTON.] My dear Charlie, I came to Monte Carlo 
to be amused. Your mother has persecuted me in- 
cessantly. Your uncle—is too well-bred to talk to his 
servants as he has talked to me. I’ve been pestered in 
one way and another, and insulted till my blood boiled, 
because apparently they’re afraid you may want to marry 
me. I’m sick and tired of it. I’m not used to treatment 
of this sort; my patience is quite exhausted. And since 
you are the cause of the whole thing I have an obvious 
remedy. I would much rather not have anything more 
to do with you. If we meet one another in the street 
you need not trouble to look my way because I shall cut 
you dead. 

Lapy Mereston: [Ia an undertone.] Thank God for that. 


Mereston: Mother, mother. [To Lapy Frepericx.] I’m 
awfully sorry. I feel that you have a right to be angry. 
For all that you’ve suffered I beg your pardon most | 
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humbly. My mother has said and done things which I 
regret to say are quite unjustifiable. | 

Lapy Mzreston: Charlie! 

MERESTON: On her behalf and on mine I apologise with all 
my heart. 

Lapy Frepericx: [Swiliag.] Don’t take it too seriously. It 
really doesn’t matter. But I think it’s far wiser that we 
shouldn’t see one another again. 

MERESTON: But I can’t live without you. 

Lapy Mereston: [W4th a gasp.| Ah! 

Mereston: Don’t you know that my whole happiness is 
wrapped up in you? I love you with all my heart and 
soul. I can never love anyone but you. 

Fouutpes: [To Lapy Mezrxsron.] Now you’ve done it. 
You’ve done it very neatly. 

Mergsron: Don’t think me a presumptuous fool. I’ve been 
wanting to say this ever since I knew you, but I haven’t 
dared. You’re brilliant and charming and fascinating, 
but I have nothing whatever to offer you. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Gently.] My dear Charlie. 

MERESTON: But if you can overlook my faults, I daresay you 
could make something of me. Won’t you marry me? I 
should look upon it as a great honour, and I would love 
you always to the end of my life. I’d try to be worthy 
of my great happiness and you. 

LADY FREDERICK: You’re very much too modest, Charlie. 
I’m enormously flattered and grateful. You must give 
me time to think it over. 

Lapy MereEsron: Time? 


Meresron: But I can’t wait. Don’t you see how I love you? 
You’ll never meet anyone who'll care for you as I do. 


Lapy Frepericx: I think you can wait a little. Come and 
see me to-morrow morning at ten, and I'll give you an 
answer. 


ACT LADY FREDERICE 0§ 


MERESTON: Very well, if I must. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Ss/ing.] I’m afraid so. 

Fouipes: [To Lapy FrepERIcK.] I wonder what the deuce 
your little game is now. 


[She smiles triumphantly and gives him a deep, ironical 
curtsey. 


Lapy FrepErRICx: Sir, your much obliged and very obedient, 
humble servant. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT 


THE THIRD ACT 


Scene: Lapy FRepDErRIcK’s dressing-roon. At the back is a 
large opening, curtained, which leads to the bedroom; on the 
right a door leading to the passage; on the left a window. In 
Jront of the window, of which the blind is drawn, is a dressing- 
table, LaDy FREDERICK’S maid is in the room, a very neat 
pretty Frenchwoman. She speaks with a slight accent. She 
rings the bell, and the FOOTMAN enfers. 


Marp: Assoonas Lord Mereston arrives he is to be shown in. 
Foorman: [Surprised.] Here? 
Marip: Where else? 


[The Footman winks significantly. The Map draws 
herself up with dignity, and with a dramatic gesture 
points to the door. 

Marin: Depart. [Te FOOTMAN goes out. 

Lapy Frepericx: [From the bedroom.|] Have you drawn the 
blind, Angélique? 

Matp: I will do so, miladi. [She draws the blind, and the light 
falls brightly on the dressing-table.| But miladi will never 
be able to stand it. [She looks at herself in the glass.| Oh, 
the light of the sun in the morning! I cannot look at 
myself. 

Lapy Frepericx: [As before.] There’s no reason that you 
should—especially in my glass. 

Maip: But if ’is lordship is coming, miladi must let me 
draw the blind. Oh, it is impossible. 

LADY FREDERICK: Do as you’re told and don’t interfere. 

[The Foorman enters to announce Mureston. The 


MAID goes out. 
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Foorman: Lord Meteston. 

Lavy Frepericx: [As before.| Is that you, Charlie? You’re 
very punctual. 

MEREsTON: I’ve been walking about outside till the clock 
struck. 

Lapy Freperick: I’m not nearly dressed, you know. I’ve 
only just had my bath. 

MERESTON: Must I go? 

Lapy FrepERICK: No, of course not. You can talk to me 
me while I’m finishing. 

Mereston: All right. How are you this morning? 

Lapy Freperick: I don’t know. I haven’t looked at myself 
in the glass yet. How are you? 

Mereston: A 1, thanks, 

Lapy Freperick: Are you looking nice? 

MERESTON: [Going to the glass.| I hope so. By Jove, what a 
strong light. You must be pretty sure of your com- 
plexion to be able to stand that. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Appearing.| I am. 

MERESTON: [Going forward eagerly.| Ah. 

[She comes through the curtains. She wears a kimono, her 
hair is all dishevelled, banging about her head in a 
tangled mop. She is not made up and looks haggard 
and yellow and lined. When MERESTON sees her he 
gives a slight start of surprise. She plays the scene 
throughout with her broadest brogue. 

Lapy FrepERIcK: Good-morning. 

MeEreston: [Staring at her in dismay.| Good-motning. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Well, what have you to say to me? 

Mereston: [Embarrassed.] I hope you slept all right. 

Lapy Freperick: [Laughing.] Did you? 

Merzsron: I forget. 
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Lapy Frepericx: I believe you slept like a top, Charlie. 
You really might have lain awake and thought of me. 
What is the matter? You look as if you’d seen a ghost. 

MERESTON: Oh no, not at all. 

Lapy FREDERICK: You’re not disappointed already? 

MeEresTon: No, of course not. Only—you look so different 
with your hair not done. 

Lapy Frepericx: [With a little ery.] Oh, I’d forgotten all 
about it. Angélique, come and do my hair. 

Maltp: [-Appearing.] Yes, miladi. 

[Lapy FrepERIcK sits down at the dressing-table. 


LaDy FREDERICK: Now, take pains, Angélique. I want to 
look my very best. Angélique is a jewel of incalculable 
value. 

Matp: Miladi is very kind. 

Lapy Freprrick: If I’m light-hearted, she does it one way. 
If I’m depressed she does it another. 

Marp: Oh, miladi, the perruquier who taught me said always 
that a good hairdresser could express every mood and 
every passion of the human heart. 

Lapy Frepericx: Good heavens, you don’t mean to say 
you can do all that? 

Matp: Miladi, he said I was his best pupil. 

Lapy Frepericx: Very well. Express—express a great 
crisis in my affairs. 

Marv: That is the easiest thing in the world, miladi. I bring 
the hair rather low on the forehead, and that expresses 
a crisis in her ladyship’s affairs, 


Lapy FrEpDERICK: But I always wear my hair low on the 
forehead. 


Matp: Then it is plain her ladyship’s affairs are always in a 
critical condition. 


LADY FREDERICK: So they are. I never thought of that. 
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MERESTON: You’ve got awfully stunning hair, Lady 
Frederick. 

Lapy FrEepERIck: D’you like it, really? 

MereEsTon: The colour’s perfectly beautiful. 

Lapy FREDERICK: It ought to be. It’s frightfully expensive. 

MERESTON: You don’t mean to say it’s dyed? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Oh, no. Only touched up. That’s quite 
a different thing. 

Mereston: Is it? 

Lapy Freperick: It’s like superstition, you know, which is 
what other people believe. My friends dye their hair, 
but I only touch mine up. Unfortunately, it costs just 
as much. 

MezresTon: And you have such a lot. 

Lapy Frepericx: Oh, heaps. [She opens a drawer and takes 
out a long switch.) Give him a bit to look at. 

Matp: Yes, miladi. [She gives it to him. 

MERESTON: Er—yes. [Not knowing what on earth to say.) How 
silky it is. 

Lavy Frepericx: A poor thing, but mine own. At least, 
I paid for it. By the way, have I paid for it yet, 
Angélique? 

Main: Not yet, miladi. But the man can wait. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Taking it from MERESTON.] A poor thing, 
then, but my hairdresser’s. Shall I put it on? 

MERESTON: I wouldn’t, if I were you. 

Marp: If her ladyship anticipates a tragic situation, I would 
venture to recommend it. A really pathetic scene is 
impossible without a quantity of hair worn quite high 
on the head. 

Lapy Frepericx: Oh, I know. Whenever I want to soften 
the hard heart of a creditor I clap on every bit I’ve got. 
But I don’t think I will to-day. I'll tell you what, a 
temple curl would just fit the case. 
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Marp: Then her ladyship inclines to comedy. Very well, I 
say no more. 


[Lapy FREDERICK fakes two temple-curls from the 
drawer. 
Lapy FREDERICK: Aren’t they dears? 
MERESTON: Yes. 


Lapy FREDERICK: You’ve admired them very often, Charlie, 
haven’t your I suppose you never knew they cost a 
guinea each? 


MERESTON: It never occurred to me they were false. 

Lapy FREDERICK: The masculine intelligence is so gross. 
Didn’t your mother tell you? 

MeErRESTON: My mother told me a great deal. 

Lapy Frepericx: I expect she overdid it. There. Now 
that’s done. D’you think it looks nice. 

MERESTON: Charming. 

Lapy Freperick: Angélique, his lordship is satisied. You 
may disappear. 

Map: Yes, miladi. [She goes. 

Lapy FrEepERIcK: Now, tell me you think I’m the most 
ravishing creature you ever saw in your life. 

MeRESTON: I’ve told you that so often. 

Lapy Freperick: [Stretching out her hands.| You are a nice 


boy. It was charming of you to say—what you did 
yesterday. I could have hugged you there and then. 


MzresTon: Could you? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Oh, my dear, don’t be so cold. 

MerestTon: I’m very sorry, I didn’t mean to be. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Haven’t you got anything nice to say to 
me at alle 


Mersston: I don’t know what I can say that I’ve not said 
a thousand times already. 
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Lapy FREDERICK: Tell me what you thought of all night 
when you tossed on that sleepless pillow of yours. 
MerEsSTON: I was awfully anxious to see you again. 


Lapy Frepericx: Didn’t you have a dreadful fear that I 
shouldn’t be as nice as you imagined? Now, come— 
honestly. 


MeERESTON: Well, yes, I suppose it crossed my mind. 
Lavy Frepericx: And am IP 

Merzston: Of course. 

Lapy FrepERIcK: You’re sure you’re not disappointed? 
MERESTON: Quite sure. 


Lapy FREDERICK: What a relief! You know, I’ve been tor- 
menting myself dreadfully. I said to myself: He'll go 
on thinking of me till he imagines I’m the most 
beautiful woman in the world, and then, when he comes 
here and sees the plain reality, it'll be an awful blow. 


MERESTON: What nonsense! How could you think anything 
of the kind? 


Lapy FREDERICK: Are you aware that you haven’t shown 
the least desire to kiss me yet? 


Mereston: I thought—I thought you might not like it. 

Lapy FREDERICK: It’ll be too late in a minute. 

MeEreston: Why? 

Lapy Frepericx: Because I’m just going to make up, you 
silly boy. 

Merzston: How? I don’t understand. 


Lapy Freperick: You said I must be very sure of my com- 
plexion. Of course Iam. Here it is. 


[She runs her fingers over a row of little pots and vases. 


Mereston: Oh, I see. I beg your pardon. 


Lapy FrepERICK: You don’t mean to say you thought it 
natural? 
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MerestTon: It never occurred to me it might be anything 
else. 

Lapy FREDERICK: It’s really too disheartening. I spend an 
hour every day of my life making the best complexion in 
Monte Carlo, and you think it’s natural. Why, I might 
as well be a dairymaid of eighteen. 

MergEsTOon: I’m very sorry. 

Lapy Freperick: I forgive you. ... You may kiss my 
hand. [He does so.] You dear boy. [Looking at herself in 
the glass.| Oh, Betsy, you’re not looking your best 
to-day. [Shaking her finger at the glass.| ‘This won’t do, 
Betsy, my dear. You’re very nearly looking your age. 
[Turning round quickly.| D’you think I look forty? 

MERESTON: I never asked myself how old you were. 

Lapy Frepericx: Well, ’'m not, you know. And I shan’t 
be as long as there’s a pot of rouge and a powder puff in 
the world. [She rubs grease paint all over her face.| 

MERESTON: What are you doing? 

Lapy Frepericx: I wish I were an actress. They have such 
an advantage. They only have to make up to look well 
behind the footlights; but I have to expose myself to 
that beastly sun. 

Mereston: [Nervously.] Yes, of course. 

Lapy Frepericx: Is your mother dreadfully annoyed with 
you? And Paradine must be furious. I shall call him 
Uncle Paradine next time I see him. It’ll make him feel 
so middle-aged. Charlie, you don’t know how grateful 
I am for what you did yesterday. You acted like a real 
brick. 

MERESTON: It’s awfully good of you to say so. 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Turning.] Do I look a fright? 

MeErEstTon: Oh, no, not at all. 

Lavy Frepericx: I love this powder. It plays no tricks with 
you. Once I put on a new powder that I bought in 
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Paris, and as soon as I went into artificial light it turned 
a bright mauve. I was very much annoyed. You 
wouldn’t like to go about with a mauve face, would 
your 

MerestTon: No, not at all. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Fortunately I had a green frock on. And 
mauve and green were very fashionable that year. Still 
I'd sooner it hadn’t been on my face. ... There. I 
think that'll do as a foundation. I’m beginning to feel 
younger already. Now for the delicate soft bloom of 
youth. The great difficulty, you know, is to make both 
your cheeks the same colour. [Turning to bim.| Charlie, 
you’re not bored, are you? 

MERESTON: No, no. 


Lapy FREDERICK: I always think my observations have a 
peculiar piquancy when I have only one cheek rouged. 
I remember once I went out to dinner, and as soon as I 
sat down I grew conscious of the fact that one of my 
cheeks was much redder than the other. 


MERESTON: By George, that was awkward. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Charlie, you are a good-looking boy. I 
had no idea you were so handsome. And you look so 
young and fresh, it’s quite a pleasure to look at you. 


Mereston: [Laughing awkwardly.| D’you think so? What 
did you do when you discovered your predicament? 


Lapy FrepeERIcK: Well, by a merciful interposition of 
Providence, I had a foreign diplomatist on my right side 
which bloomed like a rose, and a bishop on my left 
which was white like the lily. The diplomatist told me 
risky stories all through dinner so it was quite natural 
that this cheek should blush fiery red. And as the 
Bishop whispered in my left ear harrowing details of 
distress in the East End, it was only decent that the other 
should exhibit a becoming pallor. [Meanwhile she has 
been rouging her cheeks.) Now look carefully, Charlie, and 
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you'll see how I make the Cupid’s bow which is my 
mouth. I like a nice healthy colour on the lips, don’t 
your 

Meresron: Isn’t it awfully uncomfortable to have all that 
stuff on? 

Lapy Frepericx: Ah, my dear boy, it’s woman’s lot to 
suffer in this world. But it’s a great comfort to think 
that one is submitting to the decrees of Providence and 
at the same time adding to one’s personal attractiveness. 
But I confess I sometimes wish I needn’t blow my nose 
so carefully. Smile, Charlie. I don’t think you’re a very 
ardent lover, you know. 


MErzEston: I’m sorry. What would you like me to do? 


Lavy Frepericx: I should like you to make me impassioned 
speeches. 


MERESTON: I’m afraid they’d be so hackneyed. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Never mind that. I’ve long discovered 
that under the influence of profound emotion a man 
always expresses himself in the terms of the Family 
Herald. 

MERESTON: You must remember that I’m awfully inex- 
perienced. 


Lapy Freperick: Well, I'll let you off this time—because I 
like your curly hair. [She sighs amorously.| Now for the 
delicate arch of my eyebrows. I don’t know what I 
should do without this. I’ve got no eyebrows at all 
really. . . . Have you ever noticed that dark line under 
the eyes which gives such intensity to my expression? 


MERESTON: Yes, often. 


Lapy Frepericx: [Holding out the pencil.| Well, here it is. 
Ah, my dear boy, in this pencil you have at will roguish- 
ness and languor, tenderness and indifference, sprightli- 
ness, passion, malice, what you will. Now be very quiet 
for one moment. If I overdo it my whole day will be 
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spoilt. You mustn’t breathe even. Whenever I do this 
I think how true those lines are: The little more and 
how much it is. The little less and what worlds away. 
There! Now just one puff of powder, and the whole 
wotld’s kind. [Looking at herself in the glass and sighing 
with satisfaction.| Ah! I feel eighteen. I think it’s a 
success, and I shall have a happy day. Oh, Betsy, Betsy, 
I think you’ll do. You know, you’re not unattractive, 
my dear. Not strictly beautiful, perhaps; but then I 
don’t like the chocolate-box sort of woman. I'll just 
go and take off this dressing-gown. [MERESTON ge/s «p.] 
No, don’t move. T’ll go into my bedroom. I shall only 
be one moment. [Lapy Freperickx goes through the 
curtains.| Angélique. 

[The MArp enters. 

Marp: Yes, miladi. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Just clear away those things on the 
dressing-table. 


Matn: [Doing so.] Very well, miladi. 
Lapy FREDERICK: You may have a cigarette, Charlie. 
MereEsTon: Thanks. My nerves are a bit dicky this morning. 


Lapy Freprricx: Oh, blow the thing! Angélique, come 
and help me. 


Marp: Yes, miladi. [She goes out. 
Lapy FREDERICK: At last. 


[She comes in, having changed the kimono for a very 
beautiful dressing-gown of silk and lace. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Now, are you pleased? 


Merzston: Of course I’m pleased. 
Lapy Frepericx: Then you may make love to me. 
Mezreston: You say such disconcerting things. 


76 LADY FREDERICK ACT IIt 


Lavy Frepericx: [Laughing.] Well, Charlie, you’ve found 
no difficulty in doing it for the last fortnight. You're 
not going to pretend that you’re already at a loss for 
pretty speeches? 

MeEreston: When I came here, I had a thousand things to 
say to you, but you’ve driven them all out of my head. 
Won’t you give me an answer now? 

Lapy Frepericx: What to? 

MERESTON: You’ve not forgotten that I asked you to marry 
me? 

Lavy Freperick: No, but you asked me under very peculiar 
circumstances. I wonder if you can repeat the offer now 
in cold blood? 

MEREsToN: Of course. What a cad you must think mel 

Lapy FrepERIck: Are you sure you want to marry me still 
—after having slept over it? 

MERESTON: Yes. 

Lapy FREDERICK: You are a good boy, and I’m a beast to 
treat you so abominably. It’s awfully nice of you. 

Mereston: Well, what is the answer? 

Lapy FREDERICK: My dear, I’ve been giving it you for the 
last half-hour. 

Mereston: How? 

Lapy FrepErIck: You don’t for a moment suppose I should 
have let you into those horrible mysteries of my toilette 
if I’d had any intention of marrying you? Give me 
credit for a certain amount of intelligence and good 
feeling. I should have kept up the illusion, at all events 
till after the honeymoon. 

MeErEston: Are you going to refuse me? 

Lapy Frepericx: Aren’t you rather glad? 

Mereston: No, no, no. 

Lapy FrEepDERICK: [Patting her arm through bis.) Now let us 
talk it over sensibly. You’re a very nice boy, and I’m 
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awfully fond of you. But you’re twenty-two, and heaven 
only knows my age. You see, the church in which I was 
baptized was burnt down the year I was born, so I don’t 
know how old I am. 


Mereston: [Siling.| Where was it burnt? 
Lapy FREDERICK: In Ireland. 
Meresron: I thought so. 


LapyY FREDERICK: Just at present I can make a decent enough 
show by taking infinite pains; and my hand is not so 
heavy that the innocent eyes of your sex can discover 
how much of me is due to art. But in ten years you'll 
only be thirty-two, and then, if I married you, my whole 
life would be a mortal struggle to preserve some sem- 
blance of youth. Haven’t you seen those old hags 
who’ve never surrendered to Anno Domini, with their 
poor, thin, wrinkled cheeks covered with paint, and the 
dreadful wigs that hide a hairless pate? Rather cock- 
eyed, don’t you know, and invariably flaxen. You’ve 
laughed at their ridiculous graces, and you’ve been dis- 
gusted too. Oh, I’mso sorry for them, poor things. And 
I should become just like that, for I should never have 
the courage to let my hair be white so long as yours was 
brown. But if I don’t marry you, I can look forward to 
the white hairs fairly happily. The first I shall pluck out, 
and the second I shall pluck out. But when the third 
comes I'll give in, and Pll throw my rouge and my 
poudre de riz and my pencils into the fire. 


MERESTON: But d’you think I should ever change? 


Lapy FREDERICK: My dear boy, I’m sure of it. Can’t you 
imagine what it would be to be tied to a woman who was 
always bound to sit with her back to the light? And 
sometimes you might want to kiss me. 


Mereston: I think it very probable. 


Lapy Frepericx: Well, you couldn’t—in case you dis- 
arranged my complexion. [MERESTON sighs deeply.| Don’t 


78 LADY FREDERICK ACT II 


sigh, Charlie, I daresay I was horrid to let you fall in love 
with me, but I’m only human, and I was desperately 
flattered. 

MERESTON: Was that all? 

Lapy Frepericx: And rather touched. That is why I want 
to give a cure with my refusal. 

MERESTON: But you break my heart. 

Lapy FREDERICK: My dear, men have said that to me ever 
since I was fifteen, but I’ve never noticed that in conse- 
quence they ate their dinner less heartily. 

MeresTon: I suppose you think it was only calf-love? 

Lapy Freperick: I’m not such a fool as to imagine a boy 
can love any less than a man. If I’d thought your affec- 
tion ridiculous I shouldn’t have been so flattered. 

Merzston: It doesn’t hurt any the less because the wounds 
you make are clean cut. 

Lapy Freperick: But they'll soon heal. And you'll fall in 
love with a nice girl of your own age, whose cheeks flush 
with youth and not with rouge, and whose eyes sparkle 

. because they love you, and not because they’re carefully 
made up. 

MerzEsTon: But I wanted to help you. You’re in such an 
awful scrape, and if you'll only marry me it can all be 
set right. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Oh, my dear, don’t go in for self-sacrifice. 
You must leave that to women. They’re so much more 
used to it. 

MERESTON: Isn’t there anything I can do for your 

Lapy Freperick: No, dear. I shall get out of the mess 
somehow. I always do. You really need not worry 
about me. 

MeRESTON: You know, you are a brick. 

Lapy Frepericx: Then it’s all settled, isn’t it? And you’re 
not going to be unhappy? 
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Mereston: I'll try not to be. 


Lapy Freperick: I'd like to imprint a chaste kiss on your 
forehead, only I’m afraid it would leave a mark. 

[The FoormMan comes in and announces PARADINE 
FOULDES. 

Footman: Mr. Paradine Fouldes. [ Ext. 

Fou.pzs: Do I disturb? 

Lapy Frepericx: Not at all. We’ve just finished our 
conversation. 

Fou.pEs: Well? 

MeEressrTon: If anyone wants to know who the best woman 
in the world is send ’em to me, and I’ll tell them. 

Lapy Freperick: [Taking his hand.| You dear! Good-bye. 

MERESTON: Good-bye. And thanks for being so kind to me. 

[He goes out. 

Fouupes: Do I see in front of me my prospective niece? 

Lapy Frepericx: Why d’you ask, Uncle Paradine? 

Fou.pEs: Singularly enough because I want to know. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Well, it so happens—you don’t. 

FouLpEs: You’ve refused him? 

Lapy Frepericx: I have. 

Fou.pss: Then will you tell me why you’ve been leading 
us all such a levil of a dance? 

Lapy FREDERICK: Because you interfered with me, and I 
allow no one to do that. 

Foutpes: Hoity-toity. 

Lapy FrepErIck: You weren’t really so foolish as to imagine 
I should marry a boy who set me up on a pedestal and 
vowed he was unworthy to kiss the hem of my garment? 

Foutpes: Why not? 

Lavy FREDERICK: My dear Paradine, I don’t want to commit 
suicide by sheer boredom. There’s only one thing inthe 
world more insufferable than being in love. 
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Foutpes: And what is that, pray? 
Lapy FREDERICK: Why, having some one in love with you. 


Fou pss: I’ve suffered from it all my life. 


Lapy Freperick: Think of living up to the ideal Charlie 
has of me. My hair would turn a hydrogen yellow in a 
week. And then to be so desperately adored as all that— 
oh, it’s so dull! I should have to wear a mask all day 
long. I could never venture to be natural in case I 
shocked him. And notwithstanding all my efforts I 
should see the illusions tumbling about his ears one by 
one till he realised I was no ethereal goddess, but a very 
ordinary human woman neither better nor worse than 
anybody else. 

Fou.pgs: Your maxim appears to be, marry anyone you like 
except the man that’s in love with you. 

Lapy Frepericx: Ah, but don’t you think I might find a 
man who loved me though he knew me through and 
through? I’d far rather that he saw my faults and forgave 
them than that he thought me perfect. 

Fou.pes: But how d’you know you’ve choked the boy off 
for good? 

Lapy FREDERICK: I took good care. I wanted to cure him. 
If it had been possible 1 would have shown him my naked 
soul. But I couldn’t do that, so I let him see... . 

Fou.pses: [Interrupting.| What! 

Lapy FREDERICK: [Laxughing.| No, not quite. I hada dressing- 
gown on and other paraphernalia. But I made him come 
here when I wasn’t made up, and he sat by while I rouged 
my cheeks. 

Fou.pzs: And the young fool thought there was nothing 
more in you than a carefully prepared complexion? 

Lapy FREDERICK: He was very nice about it. But I think he 
was rather relieved when I refused him. 


[There is a knock at the door. 
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GERALD: [Owtside.] May we come in? 
Lapy FREDERICK: Yes, do. 


[Enter GERALD and Rost and the ADMIRAL. 


GERALD: [Excitedly.] I say, it’s all right. The Admiral’s 
come down like a real brick. I’ve told him everything. 


Lapy FREDERICK: What do you mean? Good-morning, 
dear Admiral. 

ApMIRAL: Good-morning. 

GERALD: I’ve made a clean breast of it. I talked it over 
with Rosie. 

Rose: And we went to papa together. 

Geratp: And told him that I owed Montgomerie nine 
hundred pounds. 

Rosz: And we thought papa would make an awful scene. 

GERALD: Raise Cain, don’t you know. 

Ross: But he never said a word. 

GERALD: He was simply ripping over it. 

Lapy Freperick: [Putting her hands to her ears.| Oh, oh, oh. 
For heaven’s sake be calm and coherent. 

GERALD: My dear, you don’t know what a relief it is. 

Rose: I saw Gerald was dreadfully worried, and I wormed 
it out of him. 

GERALD: I’m so glad to be out of the clutches of that brute. 


Rosz: Now we're going to live happily ever afterwards. 


[Al the while the ADMIRAL has been trying to get a word 
in, but each time he is about to start one of the others 
has broken in. 


ADMIRAL: Silence. [He puffs and blows.] I never saw such a 
pair in my life. 

Lapy Frepericx: Now do explain it all, Admiral. I can’t 
make head or tail out of these foolish creatures. 
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ApMiRAL: Well, they came and told me that Montgomerie 
had an I.0.U. of Gerald’s for nine hundred pounds and 
was using it to blackmail you. 

Fouupes: Is that a fact? 

Lavy FREDERICK: Yes. 

ApiRAL: I never liked the man’s face. And when they said 
his terms were that you were to marry him or Gerald 
would have to send in his papers, I said... 

Foutpes: Damn his impudence. 

ApMIRAL: How did you know? 

Fou.pes: Because I’d have said it myself. 

GERALD: And the Admiral stumped up like a man. He gave 
me a cheque for the money, and I’ve just this moment 
sent it on to Montgomerie. 

Lapy Freperick: [Taking both his hands.] It’s awfully good 
of you, and I’m sure you'll never regret that you gave 
Gerald a chance. 

ADMIRAL: May I have a few words’ private conversation 
with your 

Lapy FrepErRIck: Of course. [To she others.] Make your- 
selves scarce. 

Fou.pes: We'll go on the balcony, shall we? 

Apmirat: I’m sorry to trouble you, but it’ll only take three 
minutes. 


[GERALD and ROSE and FOULDES go on to the balcony. 


Lapy FREDERICK: [When they’ve gone.| There. 

ApMIRAL: Well, what I wanted to say to you was this: I 
like Gerald, but I think he wants guiding. D’you follow 
me? 

Lavy Frepericx: I’m sure he will take your advice always. 

ADMIRAL: It’s a woman’s hand that he wants. Now if you 
and I were to join forces we could keep him out of 
mischief, couldn’t wer 
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Lapy FREDERICK: Oh, I’ll come and stay with you whenever 
you ask me. I love giving good advice when I’m quite 
sure it won't be taken. 

ApMIRAL: I was thinking of a more permanent arrangement. 
Look here, why don’t you marry me? 

Lapy FrepERIcK: My dear Admiral! 

ApMIRAL: I don’t think an attractive woman like you ought 
to live alone. She’s bound to get in a scrape. 

Lapy FREDERICK: It’s awfully good of you, but... 

ADMIRAL: You don’t think I’m too old, do you? 

Lavy Frepericxk: Of course not. You’re in the very prime 
of life. 

ADMIRAL: There’s life in the old dog yet, I can tell you. 

LapY Freperick: I feel sure of that. I never doubted it for 
a moment. 

ADMIRAL: Then what have you got against me? 

Lapy Freperick: You wouldn’t like to commit polygamy, 
would you? 

ADMIRAL: Eh? 

Lapy FREDERICK: You see, it’s not a question of marrying 
me only, but all my tradespeople. 

ADMIRAL: I hadn’t thought of that. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Besides, you’re Rose’s father, and I’m 
Gerald’s sister. If we married I should be my brother’s 
mother-in-law, and my step-daughter would be my 
sister. Your daughter would be your sister-in-law, and 
your brother would just snap his fingers at your fatherly 
advice. 

ADMIRAL: [Confused.] Eh? 

Lapy Freperick: I don’t know if the prayer-book allows 
things like that, but if it does I think it’s hopelessly 
immoral. 

ADMIRAL: Well, shall I tell them I’ve changed my mind and 
they can’t marry? 


84 LADY FREDERICK ACT 111 


Lapy Frepericx: Then there’d be no reason for us to— 
commit the crime, would there? 

ADMIRAL: I hadn’t thought of that. I suppose not. 

LaDy FREDERICK: You’re not cross with me, are you? I’m 


very much flattered, and I thank you from the bottom 
of my heart. 


ApMIRAL: Not at all, not at all. I only thought it might save 
trouble. 


Lapy Frepericx: [Cal/ing.] Gerald. Come along. [They 
come in.| We've had our little talk. 
GERALD: Everything satisfactory? 
Lapy FREDERICK: [With a look at the ADMIRAL.] Quite. 
ADMIRAL: [Grafiy.| Quite. 
[LaDy FREDERICK’S FOOTMAN enters. 
Footman: Captain Montgomerie wishes to know if he may 
see your ladyship. 
Lapy FrepeERICcK: I’d forgotten all about him. 
GERALD: Let me go to him, shall Ip 
LApy FREDERICK: No, I’m not afraid of him any longer. He 


can’t do anything to you. And as far as I’m concerned it 
doesn’t matter. 


GERALD: Then I'll tell him to go to the devil. 


Lapy Frepericx: No, I’m going to tell him that myself. 
[To the FootMan.] Ask Captain Montgomerie to come 
here. 


Foorman: Yes, miladi. [ Exit. 

Lapy Freperick: [Wa/king up and down furiously.| ’'m going 
to tell him that myself. 

Fouuipes: Now keep calm, Betsy. 

Lapy Freperick: [Very deliberately.] I shall not keep calm. 

Founpzs: Remember that you’re a perfect lady. 
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Gzratp: It must be waiting for you at the hotel. 


[CapraAIN MONTGOMERIE pauses and looks meditatively 
at the assembled company. 


Lapy FREDERICK: I think there’s nothing for which I need 
detain you longer. 

Caprain MonrcomertE: [Sviling.] I don’t think I’ve quite 
finished yet. Has it slipped your memory that the two 
bills fall due to-day? Allow me to present them. 


[He takes them out of his pocket-book. 


Lapy Frepericx: I’m very sorry I can’t pay them—at 
present. 

CapraIn MONTGOMERIE: I regret that I can’t wait. You must 
pay them. 

Lapy Freperick: I tell you it’s impossible. 

CapraAIn Monrcomeriz: Then J shall get an order against 
you. 

Lapy FREDERICK: That you may do to your heart’s content. 

CapraIn MonrGomeEriz: You realise the consequences. It’s 
not very nice to be an undischarged bankrupt. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Much nicer than to marry a rascally 
money-lender. 

Fou.pgs: May I look at these interesting documents? 

CapraIn MonrGoMERIE: Certainly. [B/and/y.] I haven’t the 
least wish to be offensive. 

Fouupes: [Taking them.] You fail lamentably in achieving 
your wish. Three thousand five hundred pounds in all. 
It seems hardly worth while to make a fuss about so 
small a sum. 

Carrarin Monrcomerie: I’m in urgent need of money. 

Fouxpss: [Ironically.] So rich a man as you? 

Carrain MonrGoMERIE: Even a rich man may be temporarily 
embarrassed. 
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Fou.pes: Then be so good as to wait for one moment. [He 
sits down at a table and writes a cheque.| No sight is more 
affecting than that of a millionaire in financial straits. 


Lapy FREDERICK: Paradine! 


Fouipes: [Handing the cheque.] Now sir, I think that settles 
it. Will you exchange my cheque for those bills? 


CarraIn Monrcomerize: Damn you, I forgot you. 


FouLpEs: You may not be aware that it’s unusual to swear 
in the presence of ladies. 


CaPrAIn MONTGOMERIE: [Looking at the cheque.| I suppose it’s 
all right. 


[PARADINE goes to the door and opens it. 


FouLpsEs: There is the window, and here is the door. Which 
will you choose? 


[CapraAIn MONTGOMERIE /ooks at him without answer- 
ing, shrugs his shoulders and goes out. 
Lapy FREDERICK: Oh, Paradine, you are a brick. 
GERALD: I say it’s awfully good of you. 


Fou.pss: Nonsense. [’ve got a strong sense of effect, and 
I always cultivate the dramatic situation. 


Lapy FREDERICK: I shall never be able to pay you back, 
Paradine. 

Fou.prs: My dear, I’m not entirely devoid of intelligence. 

ADMIRAL: Well, well, I must be off to take my constitutional. 


Lapy Frepericx: And Rose and Gerald must take care of 
you. We shall all meet at luncheon. 


ADMIRAL: Yes, yes. 

[Te ApmIRAL, Rose asd GERALD go out. LADY 
FREDERICK goes 4p to PARADINE and takes his 
hands. 

Lapy Frepericx: Thanks awfully. You are a good friend. 
FoutpEs: By George, how your eyes glitter! 
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Lapy Freperick: It’s only belladonna, you know. 

Fou.pes: I’m not such a fool as my nephew, my dear. 

Lapy Frepericx: Why did you do it? 

Foutpes: D’you know what gratitude is? 

Lapy Frepericx: Thanks for past favours and a lively sense 
of benefits to come. 

Fou.ves: Well, yesterday you had my sister in the hollow 
of your hand. She gave you great provocation, and you 
burnt those confounded letters. 


Lapy Frepericx: My dear Paradine, I can’t get over my own 
magnanimity. And what are the benefits to come? 

Foutpes: Well, it might be five per cent on the capital. 

Lapy Frepericx: I don’t know why you should squeeze 
my hands all the time. 

Fou.pss: But it isn’t. Look here, don’t you get awfully tired 
of racketting about? 

Lapy FrepErick: Oh, my dear friend, I’m sick to death of 
it. I’ve got half a mind to retire from the world and bury 
myself in a hermitage. 

Fouupes: So have I, and I’ve bought the lease of a little 
house in Norfolk Street, Park Lane. 

Lavy FREDERICK: Just the place for a hermitage—fashion- 
able without being vulgar. 

Foutpes: And I propose to live there quite quietly, and I 
shall just subsist on a few dried herbs, don’t you know. 

Lapy FREDERICK: But do have them cooked by a really good 
French chef; it makes such a difference. 

Foutpes: And what d’you say to joining me? 

Lapy FREDERICK: I? 

Foutpes: You. 

Lapy Freperrcx: Oh, I am a success to-day. That’s 
another proposal of marriage. 

Fouupes: It sounds very much like it. 
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Lapy Freperick: I’ve already had three this morning. 

Fou.pEs: Then I should think you’ve said no quite often 
enough. 

Lapy FREDERICK: Come at ten o’clock to-morrow, and you 
shall see me make up. 

Foutpss: D’you think that would choke me off? D’you 
suppose I don’t know that behind that very artificial 
complexion there’s a dear little woman called Betsy who’s 
genuine to the bottom of her soul? 

Lapy FReperIck: Oh, don’t be so sentimental or I shall cry. 

FouLpes: Well, what is it to be? 

Lapy Freperick: [Her voice breaking.] D’you like me still, 
Paradine, after all these years? 

Fouupes: Yes. [She looks at him, her lips quivering. He 
stretches out his arms, and she, breaking down, hides her face 
on his shoulder.) Now don’t be an ass, Betsy. .. . Iknow 
you'll say in a minute I’m the only man you ever loved. 


Lapy Freperick: [Looking up with a laugh.) I shan’t.... 
But what will your sister say? 


Foutpgs: I'll tell her there was only one way in which I 
could save Charlie from your clutches. 


Lapy Frepericx: What? 
FouLpss: By marrying you myself. 
Lapy FREDERICK: [Putting up her face.) Monster. 
[He kisses her lips. 
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SCENE: GERALD’S rooms in Grafton Street. A man’s room, 
pleasantly furnished, with very comfortable armchairs, and 
prints on the walls. Books are lying about, and smoking 
utensils. 

CHARLES, GERALD HALsTANE’s servant, opens the door. MR. 
WRIGHT comes in, a dapper young man, smartly dressed. 


CHARLES: There, you can see for yourself that Mr. Halstane 
is not at home. 

Mr. WriGurt: Very well, Pll wait for him. 

CHARLES: You'll have to wait till midnight, because I don’t 
expect him in. 

Mr. WriGut: Last time I came you said he’d be back in half 
an hour, and when I returned you said he’d just gone 
out. You don’t catch me napping a second time. 

CHARLEs: The governor don’t take impertinence lying down, 
Mr. Wright, and he’ll look upon it as a great liberty your 
dunning him in this way. 

Mr. Wricut: I don’t know about taking impertinence, but 
he’ll have to take a summons if my account is not settled 
at once. [There is a ring at the bell, 

CHARLES: [Ironically.| Make yourself quite at home, won’t 
your 

Mr. Waricut: Thank you. I will. 

[Car es goes out and leaves the door open so that the 
conversation with RIxon, the solicitor, ts heard. 

Rrxon: [Oxsside.] Is Mr. Halstane in? 
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CHARLES: No, sir. He’s gone to his club. 

Rrxon: Well, I’ll ring him up. I must see him on a matter of 
the very greatest importance. You’re on the telephone, 
aren’t your 

CHARLEs: Yes, sir. But there’s a person waiting to see him. 

Rrxon: [Coming in.] Oh, never mind. 

[Rrxon és @ short, rubicund man, with white whiskers anda 
hearty manner. 


Mr. Wright: [Going towards him.] Mr. Rixon. [Rrxon /ooks at 
him without recognising him.| Don’t you remember me, sir? 
I’m the junior partner in Andrews and Wright. 

Rrxon: Of course I do. I saw your father on business the 
other day. [To CrArzs.] Where’s the telephone book? 

Cuarzgs: I'll just go and fetch it, sir. Mr. Halstane lent it 
to the gentleman upstairs. 

Rrxon: Be as quick as you can. [CHARLES goes out. 

Rrxon: [To Mr. Wricurt.] What are you doing here? 

Mr. Wricur: Well, the fact is, we’ve got a very large 
account with Halstane, and I’m told he’s in queer street. 
I want to get the money before the crash comes. 

Rrxon: Queer street? The man’s just come into seven 
thousand a year. 

Mr. Wricur: What! 

Rrixon: That’s why I’m running all over the place to find 
him. You know he’s a relation of the Hollingtons. I was 
at her ladyship’s not half an hour ago—the Dowager, 
you know—my firm has acted for the whole family for 
the last hundred years. Well, I’d hardly arrived before a 
message came from the War Office to say that her 
grandson, the present lord, had been killed in India. So 
as soon as I could, I bolted round here. Mr. Halstane is 
the next heir, and he comes into seven thousand a year 
and the title. 

Mr. Wricnt: My gracious, that’s a piece of luck. 
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Rrxon: I don’t mind telling you now that he’d pretty well 
come to the end of his tether. Your money was all right 
because he’d have paid everything up, but he wouldn’t 
have had much left. 

Mr. Wricur: Of course he doesn’t know anything about 
this yet? 

Rrxon: Not a word. For all he knows, he’s a ruined man, 
and here am I trying to get him on the telephone to tell 
him he’s come into a peerage and a very handsome 
income. [CHARLES enters with the telephone book. 

CHARLES: 7869 Gerrard, sir. 

Rrxon: Thanks. 

[He rings up and asks for the number. 

RIxon: 7869 Gerrard, please, Miss. . . . What? Confound 
it, the line’s engaged. . . . I must go round to his club 
in a cab. I suppose you don’t want to wait here now, 
Wright? 

Mr. Wricut: No, sir. Pll get back to the shop. 

Crarzes: I ’ope you'll suit your own convenience, sir. 
[CHARLES shows them out and comes back.| I don’t know 
what these tradespeople are coming to when they expect 
gentlemen to pay their bills. 

[He seats himself in the most comfortable chair in the room 
and puts his feet on the table. His back is to the door. 
The newspaper is lying by his side. He shuts bis eyes 
and does. 


GERALD enters silently, followed immediately by BLEN- 
KINSOP asd FREDDIE PERKINS. GERALD is 
a@ handsome man of seven or eight and twenty, 
simple in bis manners, carefully dressed but without 
exaggeration. FREDDIE is a vivacious boy of two and 
twenty, BLENKINSOP is an old bachelor of five and 
forty; be is well-preserved and takes a good deal of care 
of bis appearance. He is dressed in the height of 
Sashion. 
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For a moment they look silently at CHARLES, who wakes 
with a start and jumps up in confusion. 


CuHarzezs: I beg your pardon, sir; I didn’t hear you come in. 


GERALD: [With an ironical politeness which he preserves during all 
his remarks to CHARLES.| Pray don’t let us disturb you. I 
shall never forgive myself if I think I’ve interrupted 
your nap. 

Cares: Shall I take your hat, sir? 


GERALD: It’s very kind of you. I shouldn’t like you to put 
yourself out. 


FREDDIE: [Siting down.] By Jove, what a ripping chair! No 
wonder that Charles went to sleep. 


CHarzzs: Mr. Rixon has just been, sir. He’s gone on to the 
club. 


GERALD: [With a Jaugh.] I’m not sorry to miss him. One’s 
solicitor seldom has any good news to bring one. 


CHARLES: Will you have the whisky and soda, sir? 
GERALD: If it wouldn’t give you too much trouble. 


[Crarxes goes out, and GERALD hands the cigarette box 
to BLENKINSOP aad FREDDIE. 


GERALD: Sit down and make yourself comfortable, James. 
BLENKINSOP: To do that is one of the few principles I’ve 
adhered to in the course of an easy and unadventurous 
life. 
[CHar es enters with a tray on which are glasses, whisky 
and sodas. 


CHARLES: Is there anything else you want, sir? 


GERALD: If you can spare me two minutes of your valuable 
time, I should like to make a few observations to you. 


Freppte: Collect yourself, Charles, to receive the words of 
wisdom that fall from Mr. Halstane’s lips. 


Crarzes: Things is very bad on the Stock Exchange, sir. 
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GERALD: Charles, I have no objection to your sitting in my 
armchair and putting your feet on my .table. I am 
willing to ignore the fact that you smoke my cigars and 
drink my whisky. 

BLENKINSOP: [Sipping.] You show excellent judgment, 
Charles. The whisky’s capital. 

CHARLES: [Imperturbably.| Pot-still, sir. Fifteen years in 
bottle. 

GERALD: I can even bear with equanimity that you should 
read my letters. For the most part they’re excessively 
tedious, and they will only show you how deplorable is 
the education of the upper classes. But I must insist on 
your sof reading my paper till I’ve done with it. 


CHARLES: I’m very sorry, sir. I thought there was no 
objection. 

GERALD: A newspaper, a suit of clothes, and a bottle of wine 
are three things at which I prefer... 

CHARLES: To ’ave the first cut in, sir. 


GERALD: I thank you, Charles; I couldn’t have expressed my 
meaning more idiomatically. 


FREDDIE: [Laughing.| You’d better have a drink. 
CHARLES: Allow me, sir. [He mixes a whisky and soda. 


GERALD: You need not pour out the whisky with such a 
generous hand as when you help yourself. Thank you. 

CHARLEs: Them mining shares of yours is very low, sir. 

GERALD: They are. 

CrAr.Es: If you’ll remember, sir, I was all against them at 
the time you bought. 

BLENKINSOP: You are a jewel, Charles, if besides administer- 
ing to your master’s wants you advise him in his financial 
transactions. 

GERALD: Unless I’m mistaken, Charles strongly recom- 
mended me to invest my money in public-houses. 
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Cur Es: Them being frequented in peace and war, and not 
subject to clandestine removals. In peace men drink to 
celebrate their ’appiness, and in war to drown their 
sorrow. 

GERALD: [Smiling.] You are a philosopher, Charles and it cuts 
me to the quick that I should be forced to deny myself 
the charm of your conversation. 


CHARLEs: [_Astonished.] I beg your pardon, sir? 


GERALD: I am endeavouring to give you notice in such a 
manner as not to outrage your susceptibilities. 


CHARLES: Me, sir? I’m sorry if I don’t give satisfaction. 


GERALD: On the contrary, you give every satisfaction. It has 
never been my good fortune to run across a servant who 
had an equal talent for blacking boots and for repartee. 
I am grateful for the care with which you have kept my 
wardrobe, and the encouragement you have offered to 
my attempts at humour. I have never seen you perturbed 
by a rebuke, or discouraged by ill-temper. Your merits, 
in fact, are overwhelming, but I’m afraid I must ask you 
to find another place. 


BLENKINSOP: You teally shouldn’t be so abrupt, Gerald. 
Look at him staggering under the blow. 


Cuarzes: I’m very comfortable here, sir. Can you give me 
no reason for this decision? 

GERALD: You gave it yourself, Charles. As you justly 
observed, them mining shares is very low. You are 
sufficiently acquainted with my correspondence to be 
aware that my creditors have passed with singular 
unanimity from the stage of remonstrance to that of 
indignation. 

BLENKINSOP: I say, I’m sorry to hear this, old man. 

CHARLES: If it’s just a matter of wages, sir, I shall be ’appy to 
wait till it suits your convenience to pay me. 


GERALD: [ With a smile of thanks.| 'm grateful to you for that, 
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Charles; but, honestly, do you think half-measures can be 
of any use to me? 

Cuarzs: Well, sir, so far as I’m acquainted with your 
circumstances ... 

GERALD: Come, come, this modesty ill becomes you. Is 
there a bill in this room, or a solicitor’s letter, with 
which you are not intimately acquainted? 

CHARLES: Well, sir, if you ask me outright—things is pretty 
bad. 

Freppie: I say, don’t play the ass any more. What the 
deuce does it all mean? 

GERALD: I’m sorry the manner in which I’m imparting to 
you an interesting piece of information, doesn’t meet 
with your approval. Would you like me to tear my hair 
in handfuls? 

BLENKINSOP: It would be picturesque, but painful. 

Freppiz: Are you really broke? 

GERALD: So much so that I’ve to-day sublet my rooms. Ina 
week, Charles, I shall cast the dust of London off my feet, 
a victim to the British custom of primogeniture. 

CHARLEs: Yes, sit. 

GERALD: Have you the least idea what I mean? 

CHARLES: No, sit. : 

GERALD: Well, I feel certain that during some of the many 
leisure moments you have enjoyed in my service, you 
have cast an eye upon that page in Burke upon which my 
name figures—insignificantly. 

CuHaARLEs: Begging your pardon, sir, I looked you up in the 
Peerage before I accepted the situation. 

GERALD: It rejoices me to learn that your investigations were 
satisfactory. 

CrHarzes: Well, sit, always having lived before with titled 
gentlemen, I felt I owed it to myself to be careful. 
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GERALD: I am overpowered by your condescension, Charles. 
It never occurred to me that you were taking my 
character while I was taking yours. 


Cares: If servants wanted as good characters from masters 
as masters want from servants, I ’ave an idea that many 
gentlemen would ’ave to clean their own boots. 


Geratp: You scintillate, Charles, but I deplore your 
tendency to digress. 


Cares: I beg pardon, sir. As you was the second son 
of an honourable and very well connected, I didn’t mind 
stretching a point. If I may say so, your father was 
almost a nobleman. 


GERALD: The consequence is, however, that I was brought 
up without in the least knowing how to earn my living. I 
belong to that vast army of younger sons whose sole 
means of livelihood is a connection with a peer of the 
realm and such mother-wit as Dame Nature has pro- 
vided them with. [A ring is heard. 


Cuartzes: There’s some one at the door, sir. Are you at 
home? 


GERALD: No, I expect two ladies to tea in half an hour, but 
you must admit no one else. These gentlemen will be 
forced to deprive me of their society in twenty-five 
minutes. 


BLENKINSOP: Not at all. Not at all. 


Geratp: I repeat with considerable firmness that these 
gentlemen will be compelled by a previous engagement 
to leave me in ¢wenty minutes. 


BLENKINSOP: It’ll be difficult after that to make our departure 
seem perfectly natural, won’t it? 


[A second ring is heard, 
GERALD: Nobody’s to come in. 
CHARLES: Very good, sir. [He goes out. 
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BLENKINSOP: I say, old man, I’m awfully sorry to hear this 
bad news of yours. Can’t I do anything to help your 


GERALD: No thanks. 
[The bell is rung continuously with the greatest impatience. 


FREDDIE: By Jove, whoever your visitor is, he doesn’t like 
being kept waiting. 

Mrs. Dor: [Owésside.] Is Mr. Halstane at home? 

Freppie: [Soft/y.] Why, it’s my aunt. 

BLENKINSOP: Mrs. Dot. 

GERALD: Ssh! 

CHARLES: Not at home, madam. 

Mrs. Dor: [Owtside.] Nonsense. I want to see him very 
particularly. 


CHARLEs: I’m very sorry, madam. Mr. Halstane went out 
not five minutes ago. I almost wonder you didn’t meet 
him on the stairs. 


Mrs. Dor: Yes, I know all about that. 


[Mrs. WorTHLEY comes in. She is a pretty little woman, 
very wonderfully gowned. She is frank, open and full of 
Spirits. CHARLES follows her into the room. 


Mrs. Dor: Oh! Three of you. Charles, how can you tell 
such stories? 

Cares: [Very gravely.) Mr. Halstane is so¢ at home, 
madam. 

GERALD: [Coming forward and taking her hand.| Charles is 
shocked at your lack of decorum. 

Mrs. Dor: Run away, Charles. And don’t do it again... . 
I suppose you think this sort of thing isn’t done in the 
best families? 

CHaruzs: [S#if7y.] No, madam. 

Mrs. Dor: I saw one of my drays outside, so I thought I'd 
just look in to see how you liked it. 
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Cures: [Ici/y.] I beg your pardon, madam? 

Mrs. Dor: The beer, my good man, the beer! Don’t you 
know that I’m Worthley’s Entire? 

Cur es: I never gave the subject a thought, madam. 

Mrs. Dor: And very good our half-crown family ale is, 
although I say it as shouldn’t. 

GERALD: You may go, Charles. 


[ Without a word, much on his dignity, CHARLES departs. 


GERALD: [Gai/y.] It’s fortunate I’ve just given him notice, 
because Charles would certainly never stay in a house 
where he’d been so grossly insulted. 

Mrs. Dor: I love shocking Charles. He’s so genteel. 
Whenever I come here I see him obviously trying not to 
show that he’s perfectly well aware that I have anything 
to do with trade. 

BLENKINSOP: The world is so degenerate that it’s only among 
domestic servants that you find any respect for landed 
gentry and any contempt for commertce. 

Mrs. Dor: [To Freppre.] I’m glad to see that you’re not 
ruining your health by working too hard as my secretary. 

Freppie: I’ve been lunching with Blenkinsop. I answered 
about fifty begging letters before I came out this morning. 

Mrs. Dor: [To GERALD.] You’ve not said you’re glad to see 
me yet. 

GERALD: I’m not sure that I am, very. 

Mrs. Dor: [Not at all disconcerted.| Then say you like my 
frock. 

GERALD: Yes, it’s very nice. 

Mrs. Dor: Very nice! I should think it was very nice. 
There’s no one in London who’d venture to wear any- 
thing half so outrageous. Andas forthe hat... 

BLENKINSOP: The hat’s hideous. But I suppose it’s fashion- 
able. 
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Mrs. Dor: My dear James, where were you educated? 
BLENKINSop: At Eton. 
Mrs. Dor: Well, they taught you nothing about clothes. 


BLENKINSOP: I wish sometimes that nice women wouldn’t 
get themselves up as if they were no better than they 
should be. 

Mrs. Dot: Don’t be so absurd. The ideal of a woman who 
takes any pains about her frocks is to look as like an 
abandoned hussy as she possibly can. 


[Mrs. Dor chooses the most comfortable chair in the room. 


GERALD: I’m afraid I can’t ask you to sit down. 


Mrs. Dor: Oh, don’t trouble. I’m perfectly capable of doing 
that of my own accord... . If you think I’m going 
before you’ve answered a hundred and fifty questions 
you’re very much mistaken. First, I want to know why 
you’ve not been near me for the last week? Then why 
you try to keep me out of the place? And lastly, why you 
show every desire to get rid of me when I’m here. 


GERALD: I’ve not seen you because I’ve been uncommonly 
busy. I said I was not at home because I’m in the worst 
possible temper. And I want to get rid of you because 
I’m expecting somebody else. 


Mrs. Dor: I suppose if I were a thoroughly tactful person I 
should now ring for my carriage? 

GERALD: I daresay you would ask me to ring for it. 

Mrs. Dor: Well, I shall neither do the one nor the other. In 
the first place your answers are all nonsense and in the 
second I want to know who’s coming? If it’s some one I 
know, I shall stop and say, How d’you do, and if it isn’t I 
want to see what ##’s like. 

GrRALp: I suppose you know I’m perfectly capable of 
turning you out by main force. 

Mrs. Dor: If you touch me I shall scream. 
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[She looks quickly at Freppre and BLenKINsop, shes 
gives a smile. 

Mrs. Dor: Oh, Freddie, I quite forgot. I’ve got a pile of 
letters that I found on my way out this afternoon. 
There are three poor clergymen who can’t pay their bills, 
and there are five elderly spinsters who don’t know 
which way to turn for their quarter’s rent, and there are 
seven deserving ladies with a starving husband each and 
sixteen children. 

BLENKINSOP: How very immorall 

Mrs. Dor: It would be much more immoral if they had a 
starving child each and sixteen husbands. 

BLENKINSOP: I suppose it’s never occurred to you that you do 
a great deal more harm than good by your indiscriminate 
charity? 

Mrs. Dor: Don’t be such an old frump. If it gives me a 
certain amount of pleasure to give money away, why on 
earth shouldn’t I? I daresay that nineteen out of every 
twenty people I help are thoroughly worthless, but it’s 
only by doing something for them all that I can be quite 
certain of not missing the twentieth. 

FreppieE: D’you want me to write to them at once? 

Mrs. Dor: This very minute. 

Freppie: [W/zh 2 smile.] But that'll only get rid of me, you 
know. Blenkinsop will still be here. 

Mrs. Dor: [Coo//y.] James, do go and see that Freddie writes 
his letters nicely. He’s only just come down from 
Oxford, and his spelling is rather shaky. 

BLENKINSOP: [W5th a grant.] You can give us a shout when 
you’ve had your talk. 

Mrs. Dot: Now mind, Freddie. I before E except after C. 

[They go out. 


GERALD: [Laxghing.] You’re a very bold woman, Mrs. Dot. 
Mrs. Dor: [With a change of tone.] What’s the matter, Gerald? 
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GERALD: [Sarprised.] With me? 
Mrs. Dor: Won’t you tell an old friend? 


GERALD: [After a very short pause.) Nothing that you can 
help me in, Mrs. Dot. 


Mrs. Dor: Won’t you leave the Mrs. out? It makes me feel 
so five and thirtyish. 


GERALD: You’re a ripping good sort, and we’ve had some 
charming times together. I’m glad that you came to-day, 
because it’s given me an opportunity to thank you for all 
your kindness to me. 


Mrs. Dor: My dear boy, what are you talking about? 


GERALD: Well, the fact is, ’ve been spending a good deal of 
money lately, and I’m rather broke. 


Mrs. Dor: How stupid of mel I’ve always had such lots 
myself it never occurs to me that any one else may be 
hard up. And I’ve let you pay all sorts of things for me, 
theatres and dinners and heaven knows what. I must 
owe you a perfect fortune. 


GERALD: Nonsense! You don’t owe mea penny. 


Mrs. Dor: Well then, in future I insist on paying for every- 
thing. I’m not going to give up our little dinners at the 
Savoy and our suppers and all the rest of it. Don’t be so 
silly. You know I have ten times more money than I 
know what to do with. 


GERALD: Yes, I can see you furtively slipping your purse into 
my hand so that I should pay for a luncheon, and giving 
me a shilling over for the cab. No, thank you. 


Mrs. Dor: Then we’ll economise together. It only means 
going to the pit of a theatre instead of taking a box. 
Well, I like the pit much better. You see all the women 
come in and you criticise their back hair. And you suck 
delicious oranges all the time. It makes my mouth water 
to think of it. And we’ll go on a bus instead of taking 
cabs. They’re much safer, and I like sitting on the front 
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seat and talking to the driver. Bus-drivers are always 
such handsome men. 

GERALD: It’s not a question of driving in buses, but of 
walking on my flat feet. 

Mrs. Dor: Very well. You shall walk on your flat feet, and 
Pll trip along by your side on my arched instep. 


GERALD: Things have come to such a pass that I must either 
beg, steal, or work. 

Mrs. Dor: Then tell me exactly how matters stand. 

GERALD: It would only bore you, and besides you wouldn’t 
understand. 

Mrs. Dor: Now you’re talking through your hat, my friend. 
You’re simply talking through your hat. I flatter myself 
there are few men who have a better head for business 
than I have. Why, since my husband died I’ve almost 
doubled our profits. The brewery has never been so 
flourishing. I’ve told the British People on fifty thousand 
hoardings to drink Worthley’s Half-crown Family Ale, 
and by Jove, the British People do. 

GERALD: You funny little thing. 

Mrs. Dor: Well, now tell me all about it, and let’s see if 
things can’t be put straight. 

GERALD: Oh, my dear, I’m afraid they’re in a most awful 
mess. I never had much money to start with, and I got 
into debt. Then I tried a flutter on the Stock Exchange, 
and the confounded shares went down steadily from the 
day I bought. 

Mrs. Dor: It’s a way shares have when fools buy them. 

GERALD: But I daresay I could have weathered that, only a 
pal of mine got into a hole, and I backed a bill for him. 


Mrs. Dor: You don’t mean to say you did that? 

GERALD: I was obliged to. I couldn’t let him go under with- 
out trying to do something. 

Mrs. Dot: You donkey, you perfect donkey! 
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GzRALD: He swore he’d be able to pay the money. 

Mrs. Dor: I never knew a man yet, or a woman either for 
that matter, who’d stick at a thundering lie when he 
wanted money. And what’s the result? 

GERALD: Well, the result is that after I’ve paid everything up, 
I shall have about five hundred pounds left. I’m pro- 
posing to go out to America and rough it a bit. 

Mrs. Dor: Pardon my asking, but do you think a handsome 
face, a talent for small talk, and a certain charm of 
manner will enable you to earn your daily bread? 

GERALD: [Laughing.| I don’t want to seem vain, but although 
I’ve done my best to conceal them, I fancy I have two or 
three other qualifications which will be of more service. 

Mrs. Dor: Then the long and the short of it is that you’re 
ruined. 

GERALD: Absolutely. 

Mrs. Dor: I’m delighted to hear it. 

GERALD: Dot! 

Mrs. Dor: I am. I can’t help it. But I think your plan of 
going to the States is simply foolish. 

GERALD: What else can I do? The Cape’s entirely played out. 

Mrs. Dor: You stupid creature. 

GERALD: I beg your pardon! 

Mrs. Dor: You belong to a class whose chief resource when 
it has squandered its money is a rich marriage. The 
custom is so well recognised that when a man of good 
family emigrates rather than have recourse to it, society is 
outraged and suspicious. 

Geratp: Thanks. I don’t think I can see myself marrying 
for money. 

Mrs. Dor: Don’t be so absurd. I never heard that the course 
of true love ran any less smoothly because a charming 
widow had sixty thousand a year. 

GERALD: What do you mean? 
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Mrs. Dor: My dear boy, I’m not a perfect fool. A man 
thinks a woman never sees anything unless she looks at it 
with both eyes at once wide open. Don’t you know that 
she can see things through the back of her head with a 
stone wall in between? 


GERALD: What have you seen, then? 


Mrs. Dor: I’ve seen a thousand things. I’ve seen your eyes 
light up when I came into the room, I’ve seen you watch 
me when you thought I wasn’t looking. I’ve seen you 
scowl at any young fool who paid me an outrageous 
compliment. I’ve seen the pleasure it gave you to do me 
any trifling service. I’ve seen you watch for the oppor- 
tunity of putting my cloak on my shoulders after the - 
play. And—I’m sorry—but I’ve come to the conclusion 
that you’re in love with me. I dare say the fact has 
escaped your notice, but that’s only because men are so 
deplorably stupid. 


GERALD: [Gravely.] D’you think it’s quite kind to laugh at me 
now? 

Mrs. Dor: But I’m not laughing at you, my dear. I’m so 
pleased, and so flattered and so touched. At first I 
thought I was only a fool, and that I saw those things 
only because I wanted to. And when your hand trembled 
a little as it took mine, I was afraid it was only my hand 
that was trembling. And at last when I was certain that 
you were just as much in love with me as I was with you, 
I was so glad that I cried for two hours. And I had to 
use a whole box of powder before I could make myself 
presentable again. 


GERALD: [Grim/y.] I’m afraid you’ll think me an utter brute. 
I ought to have told you long ago that I’m engaged to be 
married. 

Mrs. Dor: Gerald! 


GERALD: I’ve been engaged to Nellie Sellenger for the last 
three years. 
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Mrs. Dor: Why didn’t you tell me? 


GERALD: No one was supposed to know anything about it. 
And—I was afraid of losing you. Oh, Dot, Dot, I love 
you with all my heart. And I’m so glad to be forced to 
tell you at last. 


Mrs. Dor: But I don’t understand in the least. 


GerALD: You know Nellie Sellenger is an old friend of 
mine. 


Mrs. Dor: Yes, it was at the Sellengers I first met you. 


GERALD: Well, three years ago we were staying at the same 
place in the country, and I was a young fool. 


Mrs. Dor: You mean that there was no other girl there, and 
so you flirted with her. But you need not have asked her 
to marry you. 

GERALD: [A pologetically.| It was the merest accident. It came 
to pieces in my ’ands, so to speak. 

Mrs. Dor: Really? 

GERALD: We were taking a walk in the garden after dinner, 
and a perfectly absurd moon was shining. It seemed the 
obvious thing to do. 

Mrs. Dor: And of course she accepted. The girl of eighteen 
always does. 

GERALD: But Lady Sellenger refused to hear of it. She 
thought me most ineligible. 


Mrs. Dor: Lady Sellenger’s a sensible woman. She was 
quite right. 

GerRALp: I’m not so sure. If she’d given us her blessing and 
told us to do as we liked, we should probably have 
broken it off in three weeks. But she was really rather 
offensive about it. She refused to let Nellie see me, and 
the result was that we were always running across one 
another in Bond Street tea-shops. 


Mrs. Dor: Monstrous! And so bad for the digestion. 
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GERALD: Some time ago Lady Sellenger found out that we 
were writing to one another and so on, so she came to see 
me and said she’d made up her mind to take Nellie 
abroad for a year. She made me promise to hold no 
communication with her during that time, and agreed 
that if we were still of the same mind when they came 
back, she would withdraw the opposition and let us be 
properly engaged. 

Mrs. Dor: An announcement in the Morning Post and all that 
sort of thing? 


GERALD: I suppose so. 

Mrs. Dor: And when are they coming back? 

GERALD: They came back last week. But I haven’t had a 
chance of speaking to Nellie yet. The year is up to-day, 
and this morning I had a note from Lady Sellenger 
asking if they might come to tea. 

Mrs. Dot: And what are you going to say to her? 

GERALD: Good heavens! What can I say? I was poor 


enough a year ago, but now I’m penniless. I’m bound to 
ask for my release. 

Mrs. Dor: Then why on earth have you been trying to make 
me utterly miserable? 


GERALD: You know, I don’t want to seem an awful prig, but 
I don’t think I should much like doing anything shabby. 
If Nellie wants me to keep my promise I shan’t draw 
back. 


Mrs. Dor: Oh, but she won’t. She’ll be only too glad to get 
rid of you. 


GERALD: I’m afraid there’s something else I must tell you. 


Mrs. Dor: More? Don’t say you’ve got a horrible past, 
because I shan’t turn a hair. 


GERALD: No, it’s not that. You know that Lord Hollington 
is a relation of mine, 
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Mrs. Dor: Only a fifteenth cousin, isn’t he? Far too distant 
to brag about. 

GERALD: A year ago three lives stood between me and the 
peerage. It seemed impossible that I could ever come 
into anything. 

Mrs. Dor: Well? 

GERALD: But last winter my cousin George unfortunately 
broke his neck in the hunting-field, and his poor old 
father died of the shock. If anything happened to my 
cousin Charles everything would come to me. 


Mrs. Dor: And Lady Sellenger would doubtless withdraw 
her opposition to your marriage. 

GERALD: She’s a very nice woman, but she has rather a keen 
eye for the main chance. 

Mrs. Dor: Even her best friend would hesitate to call her 
disinterested. But why should anything happen to Lord 
Hollington? He’s quite young, isn’t he? I saw his 
engagement announced in the Morning Post a little while 
ago. 

GERALD: He’s out in India at this moment. He’s a soldier 
you know. It appears there’s some trouble on the 
North-West Frontier, and he’s in command of the 
expedition. 

Mrs. Dor: Oh, but nothing is going to happen to him. He’ll 
live till he’s eighty. 

GERALD: I’m sure I hope he will. 

Mrs. Dor: Say again that you love me, Gerald. 

GERALD: [Swi/ing.| 1 oughtn’t to yet. 

Mrs. Dor: You know, you’ve got to marry me. T insist upon 
it. After all, you’ve been trifling with my affections 
shamefully. Oh, we shall be so happy, Gerald. And 
we'll never grow any older than we are now. You 
know, I’m an awfully good sort, really. I talk a lot of 
nonsense, but I don’t mean it. I very seldom listen to it 
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myself. I’m sick of society. I want to settle down and be 
domesticated. I'll sit at home and darn your socks. And 
I shall hate it, and I shall be so happy. And if you want 
to be independent you can have a job at the brewery. 
We want a smart energetic man to keep us up to the 
times. And we'll have a lovely box at the opera, and you 
can always get away for the shooting. 
[.A ring is beard. 
GERALD: There they are. 
Mrs. Dor: Good heavens! I quite forgot about those 
wretched people in there. 


[She opens the door of the dining-room. 


Mrs. Dor: I don’t want to disturb you, but if you’ve quite 
finished your conversation perhaps you’d like to come 
and have tea. 


[BLENKINSOP and FREDDIE come in and go to the fire. 


BiENxrnsop: I observe with interest that your remark is 
facetious. 

Freppie: I’m simply freezing. 

Mrs. Dor: You didn’t mind being shut up in there, did you? 

BLENKINSOP: Not at all. I rather like sitting in an arctic room 
without a fire, with a window looking on a blank wall, 
and the society of your nephew and the Sporting Times of 
the week before last as my only means of entertainment. 


[CHARLES enters to announce the SELLENGERS. He goes 
out and brings in the tea. 


Cares: Lady and Miss Sellenger. 


{Enter Lavy SELLENGER and NELLIE. Lapy SELLEN- 
GER is a pompous woman of fifty, stout, alert and 
clever. NELLIE is very pretty and graceful, and 
fashionably gowned. She appears to be much under her 
mother’s influence. 
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Lapy SELLENGER: How d’you do? Ah, Mrs. Worthley! 
Delightful. 

GERALD: [Shaking hands.| How d’you do? I think you know 
Mr. Blenkinsop? 

Lapy SELLENGER: Of course. But I don’t approve of him. 

BLENKINsOP: Why not? 

Lapy SELLENGER: Because you’re a cynic, a millionaire, and 
a bachelor. And no man has the right to be all three. 

Mrs. Dor: And how did you like Italy? 

Lapy SELLENGER: A grossly over-rated place. So many 
marriageable daughters and so few eligible men. 

GERALD: [Introducing.| Mr. Perkins, Lady Sellenger—Miss 
Sellenger. 

Mrs. Dor: My nephew and my secretary. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Really. How very interesting! Almost 
romantic. 

Freppiz: How d’you do? 

Lapy SELLENGER: Dear Mrs. Worthley, what a charming 
gown! You always wear such—striking things. 

Mrs. Dor: It advertises the beer, don’t you know. 

Lapy SELLENGER: I wish I could drink it, Mrs. Worthley, but 
it’s so fattening. I understand you always have it on your 
table. 

Mrs. Dor: I think that’s the least I can do, as it’s only on 
account of the beer that I can have a table at all. 

NE iz: [To Mrs, Dor.}] May I give you some tea? 

Mrs. Dor: [Going to the tea-table.| Thanks so much. 

[GERALD comes over to LADY SELLENGER with a cup. 
She takes it. The others are gathered round the tea- 
table, which is right at the back, and talk among 
themselves. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Come and sit by me, Gerald. I’ve not had 
a wotd with you since we came back from Italy. 
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GERALD: [Light/y.] What are you going to say to me? 


Lapy SELLENGER: You can guess why I wrote to ask if we 
might come and see you to-day? 

GERALD: [Risiag.] Yes. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Now do sit down. And look as if you 
were talking of the weather. 


GERALD: It’s a little difficult to discuss the matter quite 
indifferently. 


Lapy SELLENGER: My dear boy, it’s the little difficulties of 
life which prevent it from being dull. We should be no 
better than the beasts of the field if we had no anxieties 
about our soul and our position in society. 

GERALD: I see. 


Lapy SELLENGER: [Rather impatiently.| My dear Gerald, why 
don’t you help me? What I have to say is so very un- 
pleasant. You know I have always had a most sincere 
affection for you. Under other circumstances I would 
have wanted no better son-in-law. 


GERALD: It’s very kind of you to say so. 


Lapy SELLENGER: I’ve assured you for the last three years 
that a marriage was absurd, and now I want to tell you 
that it’s impossible. Love is all very well in its way, but 
it doesn’t make up for a shabby house in the suburbs. 


GERALD: You’re not romantic, Lady Sellenger. 


LapY SELLENGER: My dear, when you reach my age you'll 
agree with me that it’s only the matter of fact which 
really signifies. Love in a cottage is a delusion of youth. 
It’s difficult enough after ten years of solid matrimony in 
Grosvenor Square. 


GERALD: You married for love, Lady Sellenger. 


Lapy SELLENGER: I’m anxious that my daughter shouldn’t 
make the same mistake. Now let us be quite frank with 
one another. . . . Are you sure they’re not listening? 
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GERALD: [Glancing at the others.| They seem very much 
occupied with their own affairs. What is your 
ultimatum? 

Lapy SELLENGER: Well, Gerald, I’m not in the least mer- 
cenary. I know that money can’t give happiness. But I 
do feel that unless you have at least two thousand a year 
you can’t make my daughter even comfortable. 


GERALD: I’m sure that’s very modest. 


Lapy SELLENGER: It’s not love ina cottage. It’s not love ina 
palace. It’s just—matrimony in Onslow Gardens. 


GERALD: I may as well tell you at once that I’ve had very bad 
luck. I wanted to make money, and I’ve come an 
absolute cropper. 

Lapy SELLENGER: My dear Gerald, I’m very sorry. Is it as 
bad as all that? 

GERALD: It couldn’t be much worse. 


Lapy SELLENGER: Dear me, that’s very sad. But, of course, 
it simplifies matters, doesn’t it? 

GERALD: Enormously. It puts marriage entirely out of the 
question and leaves only one course open to me. I'll take 
the earliest opportunity to ask Nellie for my release. 


Lapy SELLENGER: What a pity it is you’re so poorl Your 
principles are really excellent. 


GERALD: But what about Nellie? How will she take it? 


Lapy SELLENGER: She’s so reserved, poor dear! She never 
speaks of her feelings. But after three London seasons 
most girls have learnt to bow to the inevitable. And how 
is Lord Hollington? 

GERALD: He’s to be married as soon as he comes back from 
India. 

Lapy SELLENGER: It was dreadfully sad that his uncle and his 
cousin should die within a year. If anything happened to 
him you’d be in very different circumstances. But, of 
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course it would be wicked to wish it. I hope you never 
do. 

Gerratp: Never. I trust he'll live to a hundred. 

Lapy SELLENGER: And I daresay he'll have fifteen children. 
Those delicate men often do. . . . Why don’t you speak 
to Nellie now and get it over? 

GERALD: This very minute? With others in the room? 

Lapy SELLENGER: That’s just it. I want to give neither of 
you any opportunity for sentiment. 

GERALD: You’re certainly very practical. 

Lapy SELLENGER: No woman can afford to be sentimental 
when she has a marriageable daughter. ... For 
heaven’s sake don’t make Nellie cry, we’re dining out 
to-night. 

Gera.p: I'll do my best to be very matter of fact. 

Lapy SELLENGER: [Raising her voice.] Mr. Blenkinsop, I want 
to quarrel with youl 

BLENKINSOP: [Coming forward.) You fill me with con- 
sternation, 

Lapy SELLENGER: You passed us in Pall Mall this afternoon 
and you cut us dead. 

BLenkinsop: I’m so sorry, I didn’t see you. I’d just been to 
the War Office to inquire if there was any news of those 
fellows out in India. By the way, Halstane, isn’t Holling- 
ton a relation of yours? 

GERALD: Yes, why? 

BLENKINSOP: Haven’t you seen anything in the paper? 

GERALD: No. 

BLENKINsoP: Oh, but surely. There’s sure to be something 
about it in the Westminster. [He takes up the paper. 

GERALD: That’s an early one. 

[Faintly are heard the cries of “Special.” 


Freppre: Listen, there’s the last edition coming along. 
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Lapy SELLENGER: But what is it, Mr. Blenkinsop? 

BLenkinsop: A small force was sent out to punish some local 
people up in the hills, who’d been making themselves 
troublesome, and it hasn’t been heard of since. The 
idea is that there may have been some trouble and 
they’ve all got cut up. 

Mrs. Dor: But how does it concern Lord Hollington? 

BLENKINSOP: He was in command of it. 

GERALD: Good God! 

BLENKINSOP: When I was there a couple of hours ago the 
War Office had no news at all. 


GERALD: But why didn’t you tell me about it? 


Bienkinsor: I thought you knew. Id forgotten for the 
moment that Hollington had anything to do with you. 
He’s a very distant relation, isn’t he? 


GERALD: Yes, I hardly know him. 
Lapy SELLENGER: But if anything has happenedtohim... 
[Cries outside of “Special, Special.” 
Mrs. Dor: Why don’t you get a paper? Freddie, run and get 
one, will your 
GERALD: No, Charles can go. 
[He rings, and CHARLES immediately comes in. 


GERALD: Oh, Charles, get a paper at once. Hurry up! 
CHARLES: Very good, sir. 
[He goes out. Outside, cries of “Terrible catastrophe in 
India.” 
GERALD: By Jove, did you hear that? 
[Cries of “Special, Special.’’ 
Lapy SELLENGER: Why doesn’t he make haste? 


Geratp: Nonsense. it can’t have anything to do with 
Hollington. 
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Mrs. Dor: [With her hand on bis arm, anxiously.| Gerald. 
[Freppiz Perkins és looking out of the window. 


Freppiz: Here’s Charles. By Jove, he isn’t hurrying himself 
much. 


GERALD: Has he got a newsboy? 

Freppiz: Yes. What the deuce is he doing? 

GERALD: [A? the window.] Good lord, he’s reading the paper. 
Lapy SELLENGER: The suspense is too awful. 


FREDDIE: There’s another newsboy running down the street. 

[Cries of “Special, Special.” 

GERALD: Thank God, he’s coming upstairs at last. I should 
like to kick him. 


[Cries of “Terrible catastrophe in India. ’Eroic death of 
Lord ’Ollington.” 


Good God! 


[They all remain in silence, full of consternation CHARLES 
enters with the paper. 


Hurry up, man! What the deuce have you been doing? 
[He snatches the paper from him. 
CHARLES: [ With dignity.| I made all the ’aste I could, my lord. 


[GERALD stops for a moment from looking up and down 
the paper, and stares at him. 


GERALD: What the dickens d’you mean? 
[He looks at the paper, reads, and drops st. 
Mrs. Dot: Is it true, Gerald? 
[He looks at her and nods. 


Geratp: Poor chap. And just as he was going to be 
married. 


Cur zs: Shall I bring your hat and coat, my lord? 
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GERALD: What on earth are you talking about? 


Cartes: I thought your lordship would like to go round to 
the War Office. 


GERALD: Shut up! [Exit CHARLES. 


Lapy SELLENGER: My dear boy, I congratulate you with all 
my heart. 


GERALD: Oh, don’t remind me of that already. 


Lapy SELLENGER: I can quite understand you’re a little upset, 
but after all he was only a very distant relation of yours. 


BLENKEINSOP: I don’t understand what all this means. 


GERALD: Didn’t you hear that fool of a servant? It was the 
first thing he thought of. 


Mrs. Dor: Gerald succeeds to the peeragel 

GERALD: Yes. 

Mrs. Dor: Wouldn’t you like us to leave you alone? I’m 
sure you want to think things out a bit? 

Lapy SELLENGER: Come, Nellie! 

GERALD: I’m sorry to turn you out. Good-bye. I had 
something to say to you, Nellie. 

NELLIE: We’ve not had a chance of speaking to one another. 


Lapy SELLENGER: [Unctuously.| It’s very fortunate. Now 
you'll have much pleasanter things to talk about. 


[He stares at her without understanding. 
Lapy SELLENGER: Things are very different now, Gerald. It 
just came in time, didn’t it? 
NELLIE: Good-bye. 
[Lapy SELLENGER and NELLIE go out. 
BLENKINSOP: Good-bye, old man. I’m sorry your cousin has 
had such an awful death. But after all, we none of us 
knew him and we do know you. I can’t tell you how glad 
I am that all your difficulties are at an end. 


GerRaLp: I would give my right hand to bring Hollington 
back to life again. 
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BLENKINsOoP: Good-bye. [He goes out. 

Mrs. Dor: Go away, Freddie. I want to talk to Gerald. 

Freppie: Good-bye, old man. I say, what a nice girl Miss 
Sellenger is! 

GERALD: Good-bye. [FREDDIE goes ont. 

Mrs. Dot: Well? 

Geratp: The news has come just an hour too soon. It’s 
bound me hand and foot. 

Mrs. Dor: What d’you mean by that? 

GERALD: Nellie accepted me when I was poor and of no 
account. Now that I’m well off I can’t go to her and say: 
I’ve changed my mind and don’t want to marry you. 


Mrs. Dot: What d’you mean by being well off? 
GERALD: I believe I shall have six or seven thousand a year. 


Mrs. Dot: But you can’t live on that. It’s absurd. 

GERALD: [W/¢h a smile.| There are people who live on much 
less, you know. 

Mrs. Dot: Besides, she doesn’t care for you in the least. I 
could see that at a glance. 

GERALD: How? 

Mrs. Dot: A girl who loved you wouldn’t have a skirt cut 
like that. 

GERALD: I can’t draw back now, Dot. You must see that I 
can’t. 

Mrs. Dor: If you cared for me, you’d easily find some way 
out of the difficulty. 

GERALD: I must be honest, Dot. . . . I don’t want to seem 
a snob, but I’ve got an ancient name, and it’s rather 
honourable. I’m by way of being the head of the family 
now. I don’t want to begin by acting like a cad. 

Mrs. Dor: You know, I’m much nicer than Nellie. I’m 
more amusing, and I’m better dressed, and I’ve got five 
motor cats. It’s true she’s younger than I am, but I don’t 
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feel a day more than seventeen. [With a Little look at him] 
And if you had any sense of decency at all you’d say I 
looked it. You said you loved me just now. Say it 
again, Gerald. It’s so good to hear. 

GERALD: I don’t see how we can help ourselves. 

Mrs. Dor: [Beginning to lose her temper. 1 suppose you just 
want to finish an awkward scene? I don’t want to 
harrow you. Why don’t you go to the War Office? 

GERALD: You must see it’s not my fault. If we must part, let 
us part friends. 

Mrs. Dor: Now, I declare he wants to sentimentalise. Isn’t 
it enough that you’ve made me frightfully unhappy? 
D’you want me to say it doesn’t matter at all, as if you’d 
spilt a cup of tea on me? D’you think I like being 
utterly wretched? 

GERALD: For heaven’s sake, don’t talk like that. You're 
tearing my heart to pieces. 

Mrs. Dor: Your heart? I should like to bang it on the floor 
and stamp on it. You must expect to suffer a little. You 
can’t put it all on me. 

GERALD: I don’t want you to suffer. 

Mrs. Dor: [In a temper.| You were willing enough to marry 
me when you hadn’t got sixpence to bless yourself with. 
How fortunate your cousin didn’t die a week later! 

GERALD: Do you think I was proposing to marry you for 
your money? 

Mrs. Dor: Yes. 

GERALD: Really? 

Mrs. Dor: No, of course not. 

GeERatp: Thanks. 

Mrs. Dor: Oh, you needn’t take it as a compliment. I’d 
much sooner have to deal with a clever knave than an 
honest fool. 

GERALD: Won’t you say that you bear me no ill-will? 
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Mrs. Dor: No. 
GERALD: I really must go to the War Office. 
Mrs. Dor: Very well, you can go. 
GERALD: Won’t you come with me? 
Mrs. Dor: No. 
Gerratp: I’m afraid you'll get rather bored here. 
[He rings the bell, and CHARLES comes in. 


Cuarzs: Yes, my lord. 
GERALD: I want my hat and coat. [CHARLES goes ont. 
Mrs. Dot: Do you care for Nellie Sellenger? 


GERALD: If you don’t mind, I won’t answer that question. 
Unless she asks for her freedom, I propose to marry her. 


[Crtares brings in the hat and coat. Mrs. Dor watches 
him while he puts them on. 


GERALD: Good-bye. 
[He goes out. Mrs. Dor turns round and faces CHARLES. 


Mrs. Dot: Charles, have you ever been married? 
CHARLES: Twice, madam. 


Mrs. Dor: And has experience taught you that when a 
woman wants a thing she generally gets it? 


Cur zes: [ With a sigh.] It has, madam. 
Mrs. Dor: That is my opinion, too, Charles. 


[She goes out. CHARLES begins to clear the tea things away. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 


THE SECOND ACT 


The terrace of Mrs. Dot’s house on the River. There are masses of 
rose trees in full flower. At the back is the house, covered with 
creepers. 

A table is set out for luncheon, with four chairs. 

Miss MACGREGOR #5 sitting in a garden chair, sewing. She is ans 
elderly, quiet woman, thin, somewhat angular, good-humoured 
and amiable. 


Mrs. Dor és walking up and down impatiently. 


Aunt Exiza: My dear, why don’t you sit down and rest 
yourself? I’m sure you’ve walked at least ten miles up 
and down this terrace. 

Mrs. Dor: I’m in a temper. 

Aunr Exiza: That must be obvious to the meanest intelli- 
gence. 

Mrs. Dor: Have you read the paper to-day? 

Aunt Exiza: I’ve tried to, but as you’ve spent most of the 
morning stamping on it, I haven’t had much success. 
Mrs. Dot: Then I beg you to listen to this: [Taking up a 

““Morning Post” and reading it.| A marriage has been 
atranged between Lord Hollington and Eleanor, only 
daughter of the late General Sir Robert Sellenger. 
[She crumples up the paper. 

Aunt Exiza: That’s the twenty-third time you’ve read this 
announcement to me. I assure you that it’s beginning to 
lose its novelty. 

Mrs. Dor: You can’t deny that it’s rather annoying to take 
up your paper in the morning and discover an official 
announcement that the man you’ve made up your mind 
to marry is taking serious steps to marry somebody else. 

12§ 
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Aunt Exzza: But would you tell me why you want to marry 
him? 

Mrs. Dor: Why does anybody ever want to marry anybody? 

Aunt Exiza: That is a question to which during the fifty-five 
years of my life I’ve been totally unable to discover an 
answer. 

Mrs. Dot: Well, because he’s clever, and handsome, and 
amusing. 

Aunr Exiza: He’s not really very clever, you know. 

Mrs. Dor: Of course he isn’t. He’s as stupid as an owl. I’ve 
told him so till I’m blue in the face. 

Aunt Exiza: And he’s not really very good-looking, is he? 

Mrs. Dor: On the contrary, I think he’s rather plain. 

Aunt Ex1za: I suppose you find him amusing? 

Mrs. Dor: Not at all. I find him dull. 


Aunt Exiza: Then, perhaps, you can find me some other 
explanation. 

Mrs. Dor: Well, I’m head over eats in love with him. 

Aunt Exi1za: But why, my dear? Why? 

Mrs. Dor: Because Iam. That’s the most conclusive reason 
possible. And I’ve set my heart on marrying him. And 
the more obstacles there are the more I mean to marry 
him. 

Aunt Exzza: I can’t imagine why you hadn’t the sense to fall 
in love with one of the various eligible persons who want 
to marry you. 

Mrs. Dor: But he does want to marry me. He’s desperately in 
love with me. 

Aunt E1iza: I should have thought he could find a better 
way of showing it than by getting engaged to somebody 
else. 

Mrs. Dor: He’s a sentimentalist, like all his sex. Good 
heavens, what a mess the world would get into if it 
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weren’t for the practical common sense of the average 
women. 

Aunt Exiza: And what do you propose to do? 

Mrs. Dor: That’s just it. I don’t in the least know. They'll 
all be here in half an hour, and I haven’t the shadow of a 
scheme. I lie awake all night racking my brains, and I 
can’t think of anything. 

Aunt Exiza: Why did you ask them to come here? 

Mrs. Dor: I thought I might hit upon something if they 
were under my eyes. Gerald had promised to spend 
Whitsun with me, and so that he shouldn’t put me off, I 
asked the Sellengers, too. Lady Sellenger was only too 
glad to get a week’s board and lodging for nothing. 
[The sound is heard of a motor stopping.| ‘There’s Jimmie 
Blenkinsop. I told you he was going to motor down in 
time for luncheon, didn’t I? [BLENKINsop comes in with 
FREDDIE. FREDDIE has on a gay tweed suit.| Jimmiel 

BLENKINSOP: How d’you do? 

[He shakes hands with Mrs. Dot and Aunt ELiza. 


Mrs. Dor: Now we'll have luncheon. You must be starving 
with hunger. 
BLENKINSOP: You must let me wash first. 
Mrs. Dor: No, we’re all far too hungry. Freddie will go and 
wash his hands for you. 
[She rings half a dozen times quickly on a little bell on the 
table. 
FreppieE: I shall be back in one minute. [He goes out. 
Mrs. Dor: Now sit down. I’m perfectly ravenous. 
[THE BurLeR and the FooTMAN bring in luncheon, which 
és eaten during the next scene. 
Aunt Exiza: I perceive that the tender passion hasn’t in the 
least interfered with your appetite. 
Mrs. Dor: Oh, my dear James, I’m so unhappy. 


128 MRS. DOT ACT II 


BLENKINSOP: You look it. 

Mrs. Dor: By the way, how do I look 

Bienxkinsop: All right. You’ve changed your cook. 

Mrs. Dor: Hang my cook. 

BLENKinsop: I wouldn’t if I were you. She’s very good. 

Mrs. Dor: Of course you'll drink the family ale? 

BLENKINSOpP: Of course I'll do nothing of the kind. 

Mrs. Dor: You know it’s one of my principles to have it on 
the table. 

BLENKINSOP: Yes, but it’s one of my principles not to drink 
it. I seem to remember that you have some particularly 
fine hock. 

Mrs. Dor: Jimmie, have you never been in love? 

BLENKINSOP: Never, thank God. 

Mrs. Dor: I don’t believe it. Every one’s in love. I’m in 
love. 

BLENKINSOP: Not with me, I trust. 

Mrs. Dor: You perfect idiot. 

BLENKINSOP: Not at all. I should think it very natural. 

Mrs. Dot: I wonder why you never married, James. 

BLENKINSOP: Because I have a considerable gift for repartee. 
I discovered in my early youth that men propose not 
because they want to marry, but because on certain 
occasions they are entirely at a loss for topics of con- 
versation. 

Aunt Exiza: [Smiling.] It was a momentous discovery. 

BLENKINSOP: No sooner had I made it than I began to 
cultivate my power of small talk. I felt that my only 
chance was to be ready with appropriate subjects at the 
shortest notice, and I spent a considerable part of my last 
year at Oxford in studying the best masters. 

Mrs. Dor: I never noticed that you were particularly 
brilliant. 
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BiENKINsSOP: I never played for brilliancy. I played for safety. 
I flatter myself that when prattle was needed I have 
never been found wanting. I have met the ingenuity of 
sweet seventeen with a few observations on Free Trade, 
while the haggard efforts of thirty have struggled in vain 
against a brief exposition of the higher philosophy. The 
skittish widow of uncertain age has retired in disorder 
before a complete acquaintance with the restoration 
dramatists, and I have routed the serious spinster with 
religious leanings by my remarkable knowledge of the 
results of missionary endeavour in Central Africa. Once 
a dowager sought to ask me my intentions, but I flung at 
her astonished head an entire article from the Ency- 
clopedia Britannica. These are only my serious efforts. 
I need not tell you how often I have evaded a flash of the 
eyes by an epigram or ignored a sigh by an apt quotation 
from the poets. 

Mrs. Dor: I don’t believe a word you say. I believe you 
never married for the simple reason that nobody would 
have you. 

BLENKINSOoP: Do me the justice to acknowledge that I’m the 
only man who’s known you ten days without being 
tempted by your preposterous income to offer you his 
hand and heart. 

Mrs. Dor: I don’t believe my income has anything to do with 
it. I put it down entirely to my very considerable 
personal attractions. 

Aunt Exiza: Here is Freddie, at last. What has he been 
doing? 

[FREDDIE comes in, having changed into flannels. 


Mrs. Dot: Why on earth have you changed your clothes? 

FrEepvIE: [S2tting down at table.| I regard it as part of my duties 
as your secretary to look nice. 

Mrs. Dor: I don’t know that I think it essential for you to 
put on seven different suits a day. 
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FREDDIE: I thought Miss Sellenger would probably like to go 
on the river before tea. 

Aunt Exiza: If she does, it’s more likely to be with Lord 
Hollington than with you. 

Freppiz: Oh, that’s rot. Gerald’s an awfully good sort, but 
he’s not the sort of chap a girl’s desperately fond of. 

Mrs. Dor: You think that, do you? 

FREDDIE: Well, you can’t see yourself falling in love with 
him, can you? 

Mrs. Dor: No. No. 

Aunr Exiza: And what is the sort of man a girl’s desperately 
fond of? 

FreppviE: Oh, I don’t know. [Taking up a spoon and looking at 
himself, twisting an infinitesimal moustache.| I should think 
some one a bit younger than Gerald. 

Mrs. Dor: [With a &ittle shriek.| You! 

FREDDIE: You needn’t be so surprised. One might do worse, 
you know. 

Mrs. Dor: [To Aunt Exiza pointing with a scornful finger at 
Freppie.| Do you think any one could possibly fall in 
love with thate 

Aunt Exiza: Of course not. 

FREDDIE: I say, come now. That’s a bit thick. 

Mrs. Dor: [To BLENKINSopP.] If you were a young and lovely 
maiden would you fall in love with Freddie? 

Bienxinsop: [Looking at him doubtfully.| Well, if you ask me 
point blank I don’t think I should. 

Freppiz: You’re all of you jolly supercilious. 

Mrs. Dor: He’s not positively plain, is he? 

Bienxinsop: Not positively. 

Freppie: Look here, you shut up. I bet I could cut you out 
with any girl you like to mention. 

BLENKINsSOP: Rubbish! 
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Mrs. Dor: I daresay he can whisper nonsense in a woman’s 
eat as well as any one else. 


Aunt Etiza: It’s born in them, the brutes. 
BLENKINSOP: Pooh! I wouldn’t waste my time on whispering 


nonsense. I’d just send my pass-book round by a 
messenger boy. 


Freppiz: Well, I flatter myself Miss Sellenger will be much 
more pleased to see me than to see anybody else down 
here. 


BLENKINSOP: You’ve only seen her once. 

FreppiE: She’s a jolly nice girl, I can tell you that. 

BLENKINSOP: [Ironically.] 1 suppose she squeezed your hand 
when you went away? 

FREDDIE: Well, it so happens, she did. 

BLENKINSOP: You needn’t be set up about it, because she 
squeezed mine, too. It’s evidently a habit. 

FREDDIE: Yours! What rot! 


[Mrs. Dor has been staring at him, with both elbows on the 
table. A servant is standing at her side with a tray on 
which is the coffee. 


Aunr Euiza: Thompson is offering you some coffee, my 
dear. 

Mrs. Dor: [ Absently.] Take it away. 

Freppiz: What on earth are you staring at? Isn’t my tie all 
right? 

Mrs. Dor: You certainly are rather good-looking. I’ve 
never noticed it before. 


FREDDIE: It’s no good, you know. You’re my aunt, and the 
prayer book wouldn’t let you marry me. 


Mrs. Dor: Now I come to think of it, I daresay you’re quite 
grown up to any one who didn’t know you in Etons. 


Freppiz: I don’t know what on earth you’re talking about. 
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Mrs. Dor: I suppose a girl might quite easily fall in love with 
you. It had never occurred to me. 


BLENKINSOP: Which means that you’ve found him a wife, 
and you’re going to marry him to some one whether he 
likes it or not. 

Mrs. Dor: [Saddenly.] Freddie. 

FREDDIE: Hulloa! 

Mrs. Dor: Go away and play. 

FrepDDIE: Hang it all, I want to drink my coffee. 


Mrs. Dor: Go and make a mud pie in the garden. There’s a 
dear. [A bell is heard ringing loudly. 


Aunt Exiza: There they arel 

Mrs. Dor: Come onl! 

[They all get up. Mrs. Dor and Aunt Exiza go ont. 
FREDDIE a#d BLENKINSOP /ight cigarettes. 

FrEDDIE: What’s the matter with my virtuous aunt? 

BLENKINSOP: How old are you, dear boy? 

FREDDIE: I'wenty-two. Why? 

BLENKINnsop: The delightful age when it’s still possible to 
feel desperately wicked. But you are old enough to have 
learnt that the moods of women are inscrutable. 

FREDDIE: Oh, rot! I never met 2 woman whom I couldn’t 
read at a glance. 

BLENKINSOP: [Ironically.] Really? 

FREDDIE: You know, they talk about the incomprehensibility 
of women, but it’s all humbug. 

BLENKINsop: When you see a blank wall, does it ever occur to 
you that there’s anything on the other side? 

[Mrs. Dor and Aunt Exiza come in with LADY 
SELLENGER, NELLIE and HoLuincron. They are 
all talking. 

Lapy SELLENGER: We had a delightful journey. Oh, how 
beautiful your garden is! So romantic. I love romance. 
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BLeNkinsop: When it’s backed by an adequate income. 

Lapy SELLENGER: How d’you do. You cynic. 

BLENKinsop: I’m nothing of the sort. But I occasionally tell 
the truth. 

Lapy SELLENGER: You’re the most cynical man in London, 
and I’m frightened to death of you. 

BLENKINSOP: There’s nothing the world loves more than a 
ready-made description which they can hang on to a man, 
and so save themselves all trouble in future. When I was 
quite young it occurred to some one that I was a cynic, 
and since then I’ve never been able to remark that it was 
a fine day without being accused of odious cynicism. 

Lapy SELLENGER: My dear Mr. Blenkinsop, what every one 
says is always true. That is one of the foundations of 
society. 

BLENKINSOpP: I gained my reputation by remarking once that 
it was possible for a penniless young man who married a 
very tich woman old enough to be his mother to be 
genuinely in love with her. 

Lapy SELLENGER: I think it was a very cynical observation. 

Mrs. Dor: [To Lapy SELLENGER.] You know my nephew, 
don’t your 

Lapy SELLENGER: How d’you do? I think we met at dear 
Gerald’s a week or two ago. 

FREDDIE: [Shaking hands.| How d’you do? [To Nexutz.] Have 
you quite forgotten me? 

NELLIE: Not quite! 

Freppie: Jolly day, isn’t it? 

Neue: Awfully jolly. 

[Mrs. Dor watches thess as they shake hands 

Aunr Exiza: [To Lapy SELLENGER.] Would you like me to 
show you your rooms? 

Lapy SELLENGER: Thanks, so much. 

Mrs. Dor: Freddie, is Gerald’s room ready? 
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Freppie: Yes, I think so. I'll just go and find out. 
[He goes out. 


Mrs. Dor: I was so delighted to see the announcement in the 
morning’s paper. I offer my very warmest congratu- 
lations. 

Ngiui: Thanks, so much. 

Mrs. Dor: I’ve known Gerald for ages. I’m delighted to see 
him on the way to such a happy marriage. I couldn’t 
have wished him to get engaged to any one nicer than 
you. 

Lapy SELLENGER: It’s all so romantic, isn’t it? It ought to be 
an answer to a cynical creature like you to see the course 
of true love run so smoothly. 

Mrs. Dor: [To Geratp.] I offer you also my best con- 
gratulations. I think you’re very lucky. 

GERALD: [S##/y.] Thank you, very much. I suppose I have 
my usual room? 

Mrs. Dor: Yes. 

[He goes into the house. LADY SELLENGER and NELLIE 
accompany AUNT ExizaA. Mrs. Dor és left alone with 
BLENKINSOP. 

Mrs. Dor: James! 

BLENKINSOP: Hulloal 

Mrs. Dor: Do you love me? 

BLENKINSOP: Passionately. 

Mrs. Dot: [Stamping her foot.) Don’t be so silly. 

BLENKINSOP: You can’t expect me to be so uncivil as to say 
no. 

Mrs. Dor: But I’m perfectly serious. 

BLENKiInsop: Ate you, by Jove? That alters the matter. In 
that case the answer is in the negative. 

Mrs. Dor: And is there the least chance of your falling in 
lnve with me? 
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BLENKINSOP: Not so long as I remain in full possession of my 
senses. 


Mrs. Dor: Do you want to marry me? 
BLENKINSOP: Really you embarrass me very much. 
Mrs. Dor: Don’t hedge. 


BLENKINSOP: It’s a little disconcerting to have a pistol put to 
your head in the form of a proposal of marriage. 


Mrs. Dor: I’m not making you a proposal of marriage, idiot. 
BLENKINSOP: Then I should very much like to know what 
you are doing. 


Mrs. Dor: I’m asking you a very simple and ordinary 
question. 


BLENKINSOoP: Thank God, it’s not one that women ask often. 

Mrs. Dor: I never saw any one out of whom it’s harder to 
get a straight answer. 

BLENKINSOP: You must make allowances for a pardonable 
agitation. 

Mrs. Dor: James, do you want to marry me? 

BLENKINSOP: No, bless you! 

Mrs. Dor: Are you quite sure? 

BLENKINSOP: Positive. 

Mrs. Dor: Would nothing induce you to marry me? 

BLENKINSOP: Nothing. 

Mrs. Dor: [ With a sigh of relief. Then you may kiss my hand. 

Bienxinsop: [Doing so.] You’re not hurt? 

Mrs. Dor: I’m infinitely relieved. 

BLENKINSoP: And Freddie, the dear boy, says he can read a 
woman at a glance. 

Mrs. Dor: Now listen to me quite seriously. I want you to 
do something for me. 

BLENKInSOopP: [Nervously.] Weve put marriage out of the 
question, haven’t wer 
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Mrs. Dor: Certainly. 

BLENKINSOP: [Generously.| You may ask anything else of me. 

Mrs. Dor: I want you to let me make love to you. 

BiLenkinsop: My dear friend, this is very surprising. 

Mrs. Dor: There are people who’d welcome the proposal 
with alacrity. 

BLENKINSOP: For how long? 

Mrs. Dor: Only for a week. 

BLENKINSOP: You’re sute it’s not in earnest? 

Mrs. Dor: Quite sure. 

BLENKINSOP: And what have I got to do? 

Mrs. Dor: Well, you’ve got to look as if you liked it. 

BLENKINSOP: [Sobre/y.] Of course, it sounds very delightful. 

Mrs. Dot: You must show a coming-on disposition, you 
know, or I can do nothing. 

BLENKINSOP: Do you want me to make love to you? 

Mrs. Dor: I’m afraid it’s asking a great deal of you. 

BLENKINSOP: Not at all. Not at all. But I wish you'd tell me 
what your little game is. 


Mrs. Dor: Ah, here’s Aunt Eliza. The very person I 
wanted. [Aunt Exiza comes on to the terrace from the house. 
Impulsively.| Aunt Eliza, will you be a perfect brick? Will 
you do something for me that’s an awful nuisance? 


Aunt Exiza: My dear, why on earth are you so excited? Of 
course I’ll do anything in reason for you. 

Mrs. Dor: But it’s not in reason. 

Aunt Exiza: Well, I’ll do it all the same. 

Mrs. Dot: I want you to take a motor and bolt up to 
London and get a special licence. 

Aunt Exrza: A special licence! 

BLENKINSOP: A special licence! 
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Mrs. Dor: [Catching sight of his face.| Get two special licences. 
They’re always useful things to have in a house. 


Aunt Exiza: But they must be made out to certain names. 

Mrs. Dot: Must they? How stupid! Well, have one made 
out for Frederick Perkins and Eleanor Sellenger. 

Aunt Exiza: My dear child, you must be crazy. 

Mrs. Dor: Now don’t argue, but do as I tell you. If two 


young things are thrown together with a certain amount 
of skill they always marry. 


Aunt Ex1za: But they hardly know one another. 


Mrs. Dot: If people waited to know one another before they 
married, the world wouldn’t be so grossly over-populated 
as it is now. 


Aunr Exiza: You’re certainly quite crazy. 


Mrs. Dot: No, I’m not. I shall never get Gerald to break his 
word. My only chance is with Nellie. 


Bienxinsop: [Uneasily.] But you’ve told her to get two 
licences. 


Mrs. Dor: Make the second one out in the names of James 
Blenkinsop and Frances Annandale Worthley. 


Bienxinsop: I absolutely refuse. 

Mrs. Dor: But you must let me. You can’t leave an old 
friend in the lurch. 

BLENKINSOP: It’s all very fine to invoke the claims of friend- 
ship, but it’s carrying it rather far when you pay three 
guineas for a special licence. 

Mrs. Dor: My dear man, I can’t drag you to the altar. 

BLENKINSOP: [I’m beginning to think you’re capable of 
anything. 

Mrs. Dor: But don’t you see, you idiot, that I want to marry 
Gerald Hollington? And I’m eating my heart out. 

BLENKINSOP: [Cross/y.] It’s evidently a diet that agrees with 
you. You're growing fat on it. 
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Mrs. Dor: Don’t be spiteful. I’ve not gained half a pound in 
the last five years. 

Aunt Exzza: And how on earth are you going to get 
Freddie and Nellie Sellenger to use this licence? 

Mrs. Dor: Never mind, leave everything to me. And make 
haste to get up to London. 

Aunt Exiza: Very well, Pll go at once. 


[Just as Aunt Exrza is going into the house LADY 
SELLENGER comes out, followed by NELLIE; AUNT 
Euiza stops and listens to the conversation from the 
doorway. 


Mrs. Dor: I hope you’ve found everything you wanted. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Oh, yes, thanks. I’m quite delighted with 
the view from my room. 

Mrs. Dor: Come and sit down. I have something very 
serious I want to talk to you about. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Dear Mr. Blenkinsop, do take Nellie for a 
little stroll in the garden. 

Mrs. Dor: Oh, but it concerns Nellie, and I want her to hear. 

BLENKINsop: I perceive you are inclined to think that the 
serious cannot fail to be improper, Lady Sellenger. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Be quiet, you horrible cynic. 

Mrs. Dor: Well, a most ridiculous thing has happened, and 
I want Nellie to help me. 

Newiiz: Mer 

Mrs. Dor: My dear, it’s so unfortunate, but my nephew has 
fallen head over ears in love with you. 

NELLIE: Nonsense! 

Mrs. Dor: I can’t understand it. After all, he’s only seen 
you once, and you can’t have exchanged more than a 
dozen words. 


Lapy SELLENGER: How very annoying! 
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Mrs. Dor: And it’s so unexpected, because he’s not at all the 
sort of boy who falls in and out of love with every pretty 
girl he meets. I think you’re his first passion, and he’s 
inclined to take it very seriously. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Poor boy, I can afford to sympathise with 
him now that Nellie is safely engaged to Gerald 
Hollington. 

NELLIE: It’s really rather flattering, isn’t it? But how on 
earth d’you know? 

Mrs. Dot: He tells me everything. You see, I’ve always tried 
to be his friend as well as his aunt. He has no secrets 
from me. 

BLENKINSoP: You’ll tell us next that a boy who’s been to 
Eton and Oxford has a pure and innocent mind. 


Mrs. Dor: My dear child, he simply raves about you. He’s 
been talking of nothing else ever since you met. 


Lapy SELLENGER: But doesn’t he know that Nellie is going 
to be married at the end of the season? 


Mrs. Dor: Of course, he does. I’ve dinned it into his ears, 
but it seems to have no effect on him. He’s the sort of 
lover that will hear of no obstacles. It’s really quite 
pathetic to hear the passionate harangues that he pours 
into my ears. 

NELLIE: What sort of things does he say? 

Mrs. Dor: My dear, I suppose very much the same as 
Gerald. 

Ne.ute: No one could accuse Gerald of being a passionate 
lover. 

Mrs. Dor: Really? 

Lapy SELLENGER: I’m very glad he’s not. He’s going to be 
your husband, and that’s more satisfactory than any 
amount of pretty speeches. 

NEtxIE: I could wish that he talked to me of something 
besides the weather and the Royal Academy. 
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Lapy SELLENGER: My dear child, what are you saying? 
Gerald has a charming nature and the very highest 
principles. 

BLENKINSOP: [Imitating her pompous manner.| To say nothing 
of a peerage and a considerable income. 


Mrs. Dor: He certainly has every advantage over poor 
Freddie, who is nobody in particular and hasn’t a penny 
to bless himself with. 


Netz: I think he’s awfully nice. 


Mrs. Dor: Well, that’s just what I don’t want you to think. 
I shouldn’t have said anything to you about his—mad 
infatuation, only I want you to be very careful. 


Lapy SELLENGER: Of course. It’s quite natural. 
NELLIE: What do you want me to do? 


Mrs. Dor: Well, I want you to be very good and sweet and 
help me to cure him. I’d send him away, only it would 
have no effect. I thought if he saw you again he might 
find out that you have at least one or two faults. At 
present he thinks you too perfect for words. 

NE x tiz: I’m not that, really. 

Mrs. Dor: I didn’t think you were. I want you to promise 
that you'll do nothing that he can in the least take as 
encouragement. I want you to be very distant and very 
cold. 

NE.utE: Of course, I’ll be only too glad to do anything I can. 


Mrs. Dor: You’d be doing him a real kindness if you could 
snub him at every opportunity. Then you must avoid 
him as much as you can. Of course, you'll be very much 
with Gerald while you’re down here. 


Lapy SELLENGER: Of course. The dears, they’ve not seen 
one another for a year, and they have an infinity of things 
to discuss. 


Mrs. Dor: It'll be quite easy for you to show my poor 
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Freddie that he’s only making a prodigious fool of 
himself. 

Ne ute: I feel so sorry for him. 

Mrs. Dor: You will do what you can, won’t you? 

NexueE: Ill make it quite plain to him at once that he 
mustn’t care for me. 

Mrs. Dor: Treat it as an impertinence that you resent. 

NELLrz: All right. 

Mrs. Dor: I know you have the sweetest nature in the 
world, but if you could be really brutal to him at once, it 
would cure him instantly. 

Ne xute: I can be horrid when I like. 

Mrs. Dor: I’m sure you can. I put infinite reliance in your 
tact. 

Lapy SELLENGER: And now I think we really might take a 
little turn in the garden before tea. [Seeing that NELLIE, 
instead of accompanying her, strolls towards the house.| Where 
are you going, Nellie? 

NELLIE: [Stopping.] I’ve just remembered I must write a 
letter. Tll join you in five minutes. 

Lapy SELLENGER: [To BLENKINSoP aad Mrs. Dot, who are 
getting up.| Oh, don’t let me disturb you, I shall enjoy 
wandering about and looking at the flowers by myself. 


[She goes away. Just as NELLIE is entering the house 
FREDDIE comes out. She gives him a glance and as 
she passes, drops a rose. FREDDIE picks it up and 
comes forward. 

Mrs. Dor: You monster! 

Freppiz: What’s the matter? 

Mrs. Dor: Give me that flowerl 

Freppie: I shall do nothing of the sort. I shall put it in 
my button-hole. 

Mrs. Dor: Freddie, I’ve come to the conclusion that you 
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want a holiday. I wish you to pack up your things at 
once and go to Brighton fora week. You’re looking pale 
and tired. I’m sure you’ve been working too hard. 

Freppiz: Oh, rot! I’m as fit as a fiddle. 

Mrs. Dor: Don’t you agree with me, James? 

BLENKINSOP: Certainly. I think a change of air is distinctly 
indicated. 

Freppiz: But I can’t go away when you’ve got people in 
the house. Besides, who’s to look after your corre- 
spondence? 

Mrs. Dor: My dear boy, your health is the chief thing. I 
should never forgive myself if you came to any harm 
while you were my secretary. Dll write my letters 
myself. 

BLENKINSOP: Besides, I shall be here, and I’ll do all I can to 
help you. 

FrEDDIE: I don’t believe I’m pale. 

Mrs. Dor: You only have to look at yourself. 

[She takes out a little pocket mirror and hands it to him. 

BLENKINSOP: Let’s look at your tongue. [He puts it out.] 
Tut, tut, tut! 

Freppie: Look here, there’s something behind this. 

BLENKINSOP: You’re too clever, my boy. 

Freppie: I see through your little game. Aunt Dot, you 
want to get rid of me. 

Mrs. Dor: How can you be so absurd? 

FreppiE: Now, I wonder what your reason is. 

Mrs. Dor: Shall we tell him the truth? 

BLENKINSOP: Yes, perhaps you’d better. He’s a very bright 
boy. 

Mrs. Dor: Well, the fact is, Freddie, a dreadful thing has 
happened. Poor Nellie Sellenger is desperately in love 
with you. 
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Freppiz: I don’t see why you should want me to go away 
on that account. 

BLENKINSOP: Good lord, man, don’t be so self-satisfied. 
Aren’t you surprised, aren’t you dumbfounded that a 
pretty girl should fall in love with you? 

Freppie: I thought it meant something when she dropped 
that rose. 

BLENKINSOP: Bless my stars, the dolt takes it as a matter of 
course, 

FrEppiE: I’m awfully flattered and all that sort of thing. 

Mrs. Dor: But not exactly surprised? 

FREDDIE: It’s not fair to ask a fellow a question like that. 

BLENKINSop: At all events, you see now the necessity for 
depriving us for a time of your charming society. 

Frepp1E: Nothing will induce me to desert a post of danger. 
I’m going to face the music. 

BLENKINSop: Don’t be such an ass. It’s not you we're 
thinking of, it’s that unfortunate girl. 

Frepoie: I don’t know why you think she’s unfortunate. 

Mrs. Dor: But, my dear boy, she’s engaged to Gerald 
Hollington. Don’t you see how serious the whole thing 
is? The only chance is for you to go away. We must 
try and make her forget you. 

FrEppiz: I don’t want to do anybody a bad turn. I wouldn’t 
do anything to queer Gerald’s pitch for worlds. 

BLENKINSOP: You must combine with us in order to save 
her from herself. 

Mrs. Dor: There’s no use in her eating her heart out for 
you, when she must inevitably marry Gerald. 

Freppie: Poor old Gerald, I told you he wasn’t the sort of 
chap a gitl would be desperately in love with. 

BLENKINsoP: The acumen you have shown does credit to 
your years. 


144 MRS. DOT ACT II 


Freppie: Still, you know, I don’t think it’s wise for me to 
go away. Don’t you think it would be rather marked? 
And they always say that absence makes the heart grow 
fonder. 

BLENKINSOoP: It was a woman who invented that proverb. 
There’s no truth in it. 

Mrs. Dor: What else can you suggest? The fact remains 
that Nellie must be cured of this—of this passion. 

FREDDIE: My own idea is that the best thing is for me to 
hang on here as if I knew nothing about it. I’ll take care 
to be very distant. Pll ignore her as much as I can. 

Mrs. Dor: Will you promise to do that? 

FREDDIE: Yes, rather. I’ll let her see that I’m really a deuced 
dissipated dog. 

BLENKINSOP: Don’t let her think you’re too great a devil 
with the ladies, or that’ll be the last straw. If there’s one 
thing a woman likes it’s a really bad man. She’ll start 
reforming you, and then there’ll be no holding her back. 

Mrs. Dor: No, you must seem rather dull and stupid. Let 
her think you’re a bit of a milksop. 


[FREDDIE /ooks at them suspiciously. 


Freppiz: Look here, you’re not pulling my leg all the time, 
are your 

Mrs. Dor: My dear, I should never take such a liberty. 

Freppte: I don’t believe a word of what you’ve told me. 
Why should she care for me? You’ve simply been hum- 
bugging me right and left. 


[For a moment Mrs. Dor is taken aback, but she sees 
Lapy SELLENGER coming through the garden with 
GERALD. 

Mrs. Dor: Here’s Lady Sellenger. You won’t accuse her of 
trying to make a fool of you. [Lapy SELLENGER and 
GERALD appear.] I’ve just been talking to Freddie about 
—about your girl. 


ACT II MRS. DOT 145 


Lapy SELLENGER: Oh yes. [To Frepp1e.] My poor boy, 
you’te in a very difficult position. 

FrREpDp1Iz: Then you know all about it, too? 

Lapy SELLENGER: I really feel for you very much. You'll 
want a great deal of tact and a great deal of courage. But 
you must do your duty. 


[She turns aside to BLENKINSOP. 


Mrs. Dor: [I an undertone to FREDDIE.] Now have I been 
pulling your leg? 

Freppiz: Poor girl! [He goes into the house. 

Lapy SELLENGER: [Looking at him as he goes.| What a beautiful 
and touching thing love is. 

BLENKINSOP: You must take care, Lady Sellenger. You’re 
growing sentimental. 

Lapy SELLENGER: But I’ve always been as sentimental as a 
schoolgirl in my heart. Only, so long as Nellie’s future 
was unarranged, I was obliged to keep a tight hand on 
myself. 

Mrs. Dor: Of course, Jimmie laughs; he doesn’t know what 
love is. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Have you never been loved for yourself, 
Mr. Blenkinsop? 

BLenxkinsop: I have, but I have always found it deuced 
expensive. 

GERALD: I’m afraid Blenkinsop doesn’t set much store on 
the gentle sex. 

BLENKINSOP: Don’t call them gentle. They’re very much 
rougher than men. 


Mrs. Dor: Stop him, or he’ll utter a whole string of horrors. 


BLENKINSOP: Have you never watched the gentle sex fight 
and push and scramble as it gets into the Hammersmith 
bus? I assure you, the unlucky man who finds himself 
in that seething feminine crowd is fortunate if he escapes 
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without losing an eye or half his teeth. And have you 
seen the fury of the gentle sex at a sale as they seize some 
worthless fragment, and the bitterness with which they 
haggle? The other day I was in the Army and Navy 
Stores, and two women were standing on the stairs, 
discussing their servants, so that no one could pass up 
and down. I took off my hat and said: Excuse me, would 
you allow me to pass. They moved barely two inches, 
and one of them said in a loud voice to the other: What 
an impertinent man. The gentle sex! Yesterday I was 
hanging on a strap in a crowded train coming from the 
city, and I saw a pale-faced weary clerk give up his seat 
to a strong and bouncing girl. She took it without 
saying thank you, because she was a lady and he wasn’t 
agentleman. Then a tired old woman came in and stood, 
but the bouncing girl never thought of giving up the 
seat to her. The gentle sex! They have such tender 
hearts they couldn’t bear to hurt a fly. Have you ever 
seen a woman get out of a bus ten yards before her 
destination in order to save the wretched horses another 
start? Not much. Have you ever known a woman of 
fashion who sends her maid to bed when she knows she 
won't be in till four in the morning? Not much. And 
is there anything like the insolence with which a woman 
treats her social inferiors of the same sex? Is it men who 
put on their backs the sealskins that are torn off the 
living bodies of helpless brutes? Is it men who put on 
their hats the beautiful birds of the forest? It’s the gentle 
sex. Boys are taught manners. They are taught totake off 
their hats and hold open the door for their sisters. They 
are taught to fetch and carry for women, and to give up 
the front seat in life to women. But what are girls 
taught? Girls are taught etiquette, and that, I suppose, 
makes them in due course the gentle sex. 


Lapy SELLENGER: Everyone knows you’re a horrible cynic, 
so there can’t be a word of truth in anything you say. 
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BLeNKINSOP: Q.E.D. 
GERALD: Hete comes Nellie. 

[NELLIE comes in, having changed her dress. She now 
wears a very pretty white frock, all flounces and 
furbelows, and a large white hat. At the same moment 
from the other side Freppre enters. He also has 
changed, and is now in spotless white. 


Mrs. Dor: [ With a laugh, whispering to BLENKINSOP.] They’ve 
both changed their clothes. 

GERALD: Would you like to come for a row, Nellie? 

NELLIE: I’m too tired. Won’t you go with Mrs. Dot? Pll 
rest here till tea-time. 


[NELLIE sits down, and the others go. 


Lapy SELLENGER: Personally, I must walk. I sacrifice all 
my inclinations to my fear of growing too stout. I often 
wonder if we shall get our good dinners in heaven that 
we’ve done without on earth. 

BLENKINsopP: It’s generally understood that we shall only 
get our deserts. 

[NELLIE watches them go from over her shoulder. She 
sees that FREDDIE is hanging back. She smiles and 
elaborately disregards him. He comes forward and 
leans over her chair. 


Neue: Aren’t you going with the others? 

FreDpIE: Do you mind if I stay with you? 

NeEvutz: I like it. 

FrEpDpIE: Jolly here, isn’t it? 

Newuie: Awfully jolly. 

Frepopiz: I’ve not congratulated you on your engagement 
yet. 

NExLutE: I didn’t expect you would, 

Freppie; Why? L 
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NELLIE: Oh, I don’t know. 
FREDDIE: It seems a long time since we first met, doesn’t it? 
Neiie: Why? 
FreppiE: Because I seem to know you so well. 
NeEuuiz: You’re very easy to get to know, aren’t your 
FREDDIE: I say, you look just like another rose in this garden. 
NELLIE: I suppose you say that to every girl who sits here? 
FREDDIE: I’ve never said it to anyone but you. 
NELLIE: They tell me you’te very impressionable. 
FREDDIE: They lie. 
Netz: I think I shall take off my hat. 
FREDDIE: Yes, do. 

[She proceeds to do so. She pretends that she cannot. 


NELLIE: Oh, how stupid of me! Something has caught. 
FREDDIE: May I help you.? 
Nexuiz: I’m afraid I’m giving you a lot of trouble. 


[He helps her, and she gives a little scream. 
Freppiz: Oh, I’m so sorry. Did I hurt your 
NEuuiz: No, but it tickled. 


[She takes off the hat. One hand of hers remains in his. 
Their eyes meet for the first time, and they smile. 


FREDDIE: I say, what a pretty hand you have! It looks so 
white on mine, doesn’t it? 
[Mrs. Dor creeps back and stands behind a bush, so that 
she cannot be seen. 
NELLIE: I rather like your hand. It’s so strong and brown. 


FREDDIE: You know, you’re awfully easy to get on with. 
Sometimes I feel dreadfully shy and nervous with 
women, but I can think of all sorts of things I want to 
say to you. 

Nex.iz: J seem to have known you all my life. 
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FREDDIE: [Impu/sively.] Isn’t it jolly here? 
Neti: Awfully jolly. 
[He looks at her for a moment. 


Freppiez: I want to ask you something. You won’t be 
angry, will you? 

Neue: No. 

Freppie: May I kiss you? 

NELLIE: No. 

FREDDIE: It’s awfully unkind of you. 

Nexiie: You shouldn’t have asked. 

FrEppIE: Shouldn’t I? I wanted to, badly. 

Ne.iie: There are some things one should do without 
asking. 

FREDDIE: You are a brick. 


[He kisses her. As he does so, HOLLINGTON comes in 
and sees them. He stops for a moment in astonishment, 
then withdraws. 


FREDDIE: Let’s go on the river, shall we? 

Ne uz: I told Gerald I was too tired. 

Freppiz: Oh, hang Gerald! 

NELLIE: We might go and play the piano in the drawing- 
room. 

FREDDIE: I’m awfully fond of music. Cake-walks, and things 
like that, you know. 


[They get up. Mrs. Dor comes forward. 


Mrs. Dor: Are you going? I thought you were tired. 

NELLIE: We’re just going to look at the kitchen garden. 

FREDDIE: I’ve told Miss Sellenger that you’ve got some most 
awfully good carrots. 


Mrs. Dor: [As they go to the house.| That’s not the way, you 
know. 
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Nexuie: [Coo//y.] I’m only just going to get a handkerchief. 
Mrs. Dor: Oh, I see. I beg your pardon. 


[They go. GERALD comes forward. He is rather grave 
and solemn. 


Mrs. Dor: What a picture they make, don’t they? I can’t 
tell you how much I like Nellie. 

GERALD: You’ve come to the conclusion that the cut of her 
skirt’s all right. 

Mrs. Dor: Ah, you mustn’t recall what I said when I was in 
atemper. You know, I’m rather touched by her obvious 
affection for you. 

GERALD: It’s very good of you to say so. 

Mrs. Dor: It’s so nice to see two people head over ears in 
love with one another. 

GERALD: I wouldn’t be so presumptuous as to think Nellie 
was so much in love with me as all that. 

Mrs. Dor: My dear boy, I’ve just had proof of it. 

GERALD: Have you? That’s more than I have. 

Mrs. Dor: And is dear Lady Sellenger going to live with 
you when you’re married? 

GeraLp: Look here, Dot, what’s the meaning of all this? 

Mrs. Dor: [Much surprised.| Of what? 

GERALD: Why did you ask us all down? 

Mrs. Dor: Because I’m of a hospitable turn of mind. Didn’t 
you want to come? I’m so sorry. 

GERALD: You’ve utterly ignored me since I arrived. 

Mrs. Dor: [Ironically.| Much as I should have liked to devote 
myself exclusively to your entertainment, I’ve been really 
obliged to remember that my other guests had equal 
claims upon me. 

Geratp: I should very much like to take you by the 
shoulders and give you a good shaking. 
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Mrs. Dor: I don’t think you’re in a very good temper 
to-day. 

GERALD: [Cross/y.] Pardon me, I’m in the best possible 
temper. 

Mrs. Dor: You certainly ought to be with the prospect of 
spending a week in almost uninterrupted sé7e-a-té/e with 
the object of your affections. 

GERALD: I can’t make you out. You’re so changed since 
last we met. 

Mrs. Dot: You see, last time I thought I was in love with 
you. Now I know I’m not. 

GERALD: [Bétter/y.] ’'m glad you’ve got over it so quickly. 

Mrs. Dor: Really, you couldn’t wish me to continue eating 
my heart out for a young man, however charming, who 
is going to marry somebody else. 

GERALD: Of course not. 

Mrs. Dor: [Mockingly.] Well? 

GERALD: I was a fool to think you ever cared at all. 

Mrs. Dor: But why should you think it when you took the 
greatest pains to assure me that you didn’t care two 
straws for me? 

GERALD: [ Onickly.] I didn’t! 

Mrs. Dor: You did! 

GERALD: I didn’tl 

Mrs. Dor: Then you did care for me? 

GERALD: I never said that. 

Mrs. Dor: Anyhow, whatever your sentiments were, it 
would gratify your self-esteem to think that I was 
languishing with a hopeless passion. 

GERALD: It’s cruel of you to laugh at me. 

Mrs. Dor: By the way, are you by any chance in love with 
me now? 

GERALD: You have no right to ask me that question. 
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Mrs. Dor: My dear boy, I’m not keeping you from spending 
an idyllic afternoon with Nellie. You’ve forced this 
conversation upon me. I assure you it’s most distasteful. 


Geratp: If I had married you, I should certainly have beaten 
you with a big stick. 


Mrs. Dor: What do you think is my chief characteristic? 


GERALD: That’s a question I can answer. The most con- 
founded and aggravating unreasonableness that I ever 
saw. 

Mrs. Dor: Nonsense. It’s obvious that my chief character- 
istic is a sweet and yielding nature. But as there’s no 
likelihood of our agreeing on that, what do you think 
is the second? 


GERALD: Obstinacy. 


Mrs. Dor: Well, I prefer to call it strength of mind. Now, 
Pll acknowledge that I was in love with you—a month 
ago. That’s a feather in your cap. 


GERALD: Oh, I wish we were back again. I’ve had such 
rotten luck. 


Mrs. Dor: But when I saw that my sweetness was likely to 
be wasted on the desert air, I made up my mind to cure 
myself. First I cried for two days. 


GERALD: Dot. 

Mrs. Dor: No, don’t sympathise. I have rather a high 
colour, and when I’ve had a good cry it always improves 
my complexion. After that, I ordered some new frocks, 
and I bought a diamond necklace that I’d been hankering 
after for some time. 


Geraup: And that thoroughly consoled you, I suppose? 


Mrs. Dor: It helped. Then I came to the conclusion that 
there were as good fish in the sea as ever came out of it. 
I thought you over. After all, you’re not really very 
good-looking, are you? 
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Geratp: I’m not aware that I ever made any pretence of 
being so. 

Mrs. Dot: And I’m sure no one could accuse you of being 
extremely amusing. 

GERALD: I have no doubt I’m excessively dull. 

Mrs. Dor: I couldn’t help seeing that you’d suit Nellie much 
better than you would have suited me. She has that 
comfortable stupidity which the average Englishman 
looks upon as the highest recommendation for a wife. 

GERALD: It’s charming of you to say so. 

Mrs. Dor: She #s a little dull, isn’t she? 

GERALD: I don’t think her so. 

Mrs. Dor: Doesn’t time hang rather heavily on your hands 
now and then? Isn’t it difficult to find topics of con- 
versation? 

GERALD: I don’t find it so. 

Mrs. Dor: Ah—she does. 

GERALD: And the long and short of it is that the emotion 
which you dignify with the name of love, had entirely 
disappeared after a week. 

Mrs. Dor: Make it ten days to be on the safe side. 

GERALD: I congratulate you. 

Mrs. Dor: You wouldn’t have it otherwise, surely? 

GERALD: Of course not. 

Mrs, Dor: Then all is for the best in the best of all possible 
worlds. 

Gerap: [Fariously.] I think you must be quite heartless. 

Mrs. Dor: [Delighted.] Ah, that’s what I said you to a month 
ago. Philippine. 

GERALD: Now, perhaps, you’d like to know what my feeling 
is towards you? 


Mrs. Dor: No, I’m quite indifferent, thanks] 
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GeErAtp: Well, I shall tell you for all that. It’s a joke to 
you, and you can afford to laugh at it. 


[He goes up to her and then stops suddenly. 
Mrs. Dor: Welle 
GERALD: Nothing. 
Mrs. Dor: Oh! My poor heart went pit-a-pat. I thought 
you were going to kiss me. 
GERALD: I hate you. And I wish I’d never set eyes on you. 


[He turns on his heel and walks out quickly. As soon as 
he is gone Mrs. Dor begins to dance a break-down. 
She cocks a snook after him. 


Mrs. Dor: Pll marry you yet, you beast, I’ll marry you yet. 
[BLENKINSOP comes in. 
BLENKINSOP: What on earth is the matter with you now? 
[From inside is heard the sound of a cake-walk. 
Mrs. Dor: Come on. 
[She seizes him and begins to dance. 
BLENKINSOP: Unhand me, woman! 
Mrs. Dor: Oh, you dear, you dear, you dear. 


[She flings both arms round his neck and kisses him 
soundly. At this moment GERALD returns. 


GERALD: I beg your pardon. I forgot my hat. 


[He takes tt and goes out stiffly. Mrs. Dor bursts into 
a shriek of laughter. 


BLENKINSOP: That’s all very fine. But what about my 
character? 


END OF THE SECOND ACT 


THE THIRD ACT 


AA hall in Mrs. Worruwey’s house on the River. 
GERALD and NELLIE are seated in arm-chairs. She stifles a 
yawn. Then he yawns. 


GERALD: I beg your pardon. 

Neue: [Yawning.] I never saw anyone who yawned so 
much as you. 

GERALD: [Ironically.] I suppose you’ve never looked at your- 
self in the glass? 

Nettie: Is your family very long-lived, Gerald? 

GERALD: [Rather surprised.| Ate you already asking yourself 
how you'll look in widow’s weeds? 

NELLIE: You may very well live for forty years, mayn’t 
your 

GERALD: My maternal grandfather survived to plague his 
descendants to the ripe age of ninety-seven. 

NELLIE: How many days are there in forty years? 

GERALD: I should think about fifteen thousand. 

NELLIE: Has it occurred to you that we may eat fifteen 
thousand breakfasts sitting opposite one another, and 
fifteen thousand luncheons, and fifteen thousand dinners? 

GERALD: [G/oomily.] Yes, it had occurred to me. 

NeE.iiz: And how do you look upon the prospect? 

GERALD: [Grim/y.] It fills me with satisfaction, naturally. 

Neue: [Abrupily.] I suppose you’re very much in love 
with me? 

GERALD: What an extraordinary question! 

Neue: I don’t think anyone but a lunatic would describe 
you as an ardent lover. 
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GERALD: [Co/d/y.] I regret that my behaviour doesn’t meet 
with your satisfaction. 

NELLIE: Do you know that since we became definitely en- 
gaged you’ve never told me that you cared for me? 

GERALD: [Apologetically.| Yes, I ought to have done that, 
oughtn’t IP I suppose I thought you’d take it for 
granted. 

NE uz: Every girl likes a suspicion of romance thrown over 
her love-affairs. 

GERALD: Your mother will tell you that the certainty of 
marriage is much more satisfactory. 

Neue: [Dry/y.] You would have made an excellent husband 
—for mother. 

GERALD: Have you noticed that when we do think of some- 
thing to talk about, we get perilously near a squabble? 

NELLIE: I sometimes think it would be better to quarrel 
outright now and then than be always so desperately 
polite to one another. 

GERALD: I’m afraid I have an admirable temper. 

Ne..ie: Mother always says you have all the virtues. 

GERALD: Shall we look at the Sketch together? 

NELLIE: We’ve looked at the Sketch together three times. 
[Following his eye, which goes to other illustrated papers on 
the table.| And the I/ustrated, and the Sphere, and the 
Graphic. 


GERALD: Then what would you like to do? 

NELLIE: I should like to scREAM. 

GERALD: Would you, by George? So would 1. 
Neue: Oh, Gerald, let’s have a good scream together. 


[Enter Lapy SELLENGER and Mrs. Dor. 


Lapy SELLENGER: [With a bland smile.| What a picture they 
makel 
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Mrs. Dor: [Acidly.] It’s quite charming to see two young 
things so engrossed in one another’s society. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Now, you teally mustn’t waste this beau- 
tiful afternoon. You must go and have a nice long walk 
together. 

NELLIE: We had a nice long walk this morning. 

Mrs. Dor: [Sweet/y.] Then why don’t you go on the river? 
You can take your tea with you and spend the whole 
afternoon there. 

GERALD: We spent the whole afternoon on the river yester- 
day, and you kindly gave us our tea to take with us. 
Lapy SELLENGER: It reminds me of the happy days when I 
was engaged to your poor father, Nellie. We were just 
like you and Gerald. We couldn’t bear to be out of one 

another’s sight. Now, run and get your hat, darling. 

NELLIE: Oh, mamma, I’ve got the most dreadful headache 
that I’ve ever had in my life, and I must really go and 
lie down. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Nonsense. An afternoon in the fresh air 
with Gerald is just the thing to put you right. 

GERALD: I’m so sorry, but I have some very important 
letters to write. I wast catch the post. 

Mrs. Dor: [Sweet/y.] You'll have lots of time when you come 
in. The post doesn’t go till after dinner. 

Lapy SELLENGER: If you make excuses like that, poor Nellie 
will think she bores you already. 

GERALD: In that case I shall be only too glad to go on the 
river. 

Mrs. Dor: Take my sunshade, darling. You won’t want 
a hat. 

NELLIE: [Savage/y.] Thank you, dear. 


[Newue and GERALD go out gloomily. 


Lapy SELLENGER: Just like humming-birds, aren’t they? 
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Mrs. Dor: Do you mean turtle-doves by any chance? 

Lapy SELLENGER: I was never very good at natural history. 
. « » Dear Mrs. Worthley, I must really thank you for 
the tact with which you’ve thrown Gerald and Nellie in 
one another’s society every moment of the day. 

Mrs. Dor: I can flatter myself that shey’ve thoroughly enjoyed 
their week here. 

[Aunr Eviza comes in with BLENKINSOP. 


Lapy SELLENGER: [With a look of intelligence.| Dear Mr. 
Blenkinsop, you wicked, wicked cynic. [Meaningly.] I 
shall go and lie down. Are you coming upstairs, Miss 
MacGregor? 

Aunt Exiza: In one minute. 

Lapy SELLENGER: I want to have a little talk with you. [As 
BiENxKinsop holds open the door for her, in a whisper.| Aren’t 
I tactful? 

[LADY SELLENGER goes out. 


BLENKINSOP: What villainy is that old woman up to now? 

Mrs. Dot: You idiot! Don’t you see that she’s discovered 
the passion that devours our hearts—your manly bosom 
and my timid, fluttering heart—and she wants to leave 
us alone. 

BLENKINSOP: I’m beginning to feel very unwell. 

Mrs. Dor: [Arch/y.] Wouldn’t you be rather flattered if I 
really were in love with you? 

Bienxinsop: [A/armed.| Dot, don’t make these horrible 
suggestions. You make my flesh creep. 

Mrs. Dor: But you’ve been so cold, you haven’t given me a 
chance. 

BLENKINSOP: Cold! Heaven knows what would have hap- 
pened if I’d given you any encouragement. I’ve never 
been able to take my eyes off the ground without finding 
yours fixed on me with the languishing expression of a 
dying duck in a thunderstorm. I’ve never been able to 
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go near you without your stroking me as if I were a 
velvet cushion or a Persian cat. I’ve not eaten a single 
meal in peace in case you suddenly took it into your head 
to press my foot under the table. 

Mrs. Dor: What would you have done if I had? 

BLENKINSOop: [ With outraged dignity.| I should have screamed! 
And the thought of that special licence has cast a chill 
in my heart. I don’t know what it’s all coming to. You 
are my witness, Miss MacGregor, that I won’t marry her, 
however deeply she compromises me. 

Aunt Exiza: [Swi/ing.] am your witness. 

BLENKINSOP: She shan’t make an honest man of me. 


[Mrs. Dor fakes from a drawer of the escritoire one of 
the licences. 


Mrs. Dor: [Swéling.] Frances Annandale Worthley—James 
Blenkinsop. 


BLENKINSOP: I feel as though some one were walking over 
my grave. 


Aunt Exiza: But how on earth are you going to get Nellie 
Sellenger and Freddie to use the other licence? 


Mrs. Dor: When the tight moment comes I shall leave it 
under their noses, and allow them to draw what con- 
sequences they choose. . . . If any woman ever earned 
a husband, I have. I’ve taken every opportunity to snub 
Gerald till he can hardly contain himself with rage. I’ve 
thrown him in Nellie’s company till they’re both so 
bored they could almost cry. ve been constantly on 
the watch to prevent Nellie and Freddie from having 
two minutes by themselves till they can hardly bear the 
sight of me. And I’ve made love to you with a persist- 
ence that would have melted the heart of a fish. If I fail, 
it will be your fault. 


BLENKINSOP: But what on earth do you want me to do? 
Mrs. Dot: Good heavens, throw a little passion into your 
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behaviour. Look at me as though you’d never seen any- 
one so ravishing in your life. When you take my hand, 
hold it as if you would never let it go. 


[She takes his hand. 


BLENKINSOP: Remember, there’s no one but Miss MacGregor 
present. 

Mrs. Dot: [With a yearning glance.| Look into my eyes like 
this. 

BLENKINSOP: Don’t. You make me feel very uncomfortable. 

Mrs. Dor: [Impatiently.] Oh, you’re too stupid. You're a 
stock and a stone. You’re an owl. You’re a ridiculous 
idiot. 

BLENKINSOP: Temper, temper. 

Mrs. Dor: You'll ruin my whole life, because you’re such a 
perfect fool that you can’t make love to a woman. 


[She breaks away from him and begins to cry. He walks 
up and down, then looks at her with a smile. He makes 
a sign to Miss MacGrecor hat Mrs. Dor 
cannot See. 


BLENKINSOP: [In a different voice.| Dot, this little game of ours 
has lasted long enough. 

Mrs. Dor: [Sobbing in her handkerchief.| Yes, it has. I’m sick 
to death of the whole thing. 

BLENKINSOP: You asked me to play a part, and you didn’t 
know that it might be deadly earnest. 

Mrs, Dor: Fiddlesticks! 

Bienxinsop: I have a secret that I can no longer keep from 
you. 

Mrs. Dor: Well, tell it to the horse-marines. 

BLENKINSOP: Dot, I love youl 

Mrs. Dor: Oh, don’t be so silly. 

BLENKINSOP: But I tell you I’m not joking. 
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Mrs, Dor: Thank heaven for that. I’m weary of your bad 
jokes. 

BLEeNkinsopP: The thing started as a bad joke, but it has ended 
in something very different. A change has come over 
me, and I’m ashamed. 

Mrs. Dor: [Looking up.] Eh? 

BLENKinsor: Don’t you see that I’m a different man? Dot, 
it’s you who’ve changed me. 

Mrs. Dor: I really believe he’s waking up. 

Buienxkinsop: If I was shy and awkward, it’s because I 
wouldn’t give in to myself. I was overwhelmed. I 
couldn’t understand. 

Mrs. Dor: That’s much better. There really is a ring of 
emotion in your voice. 

BLENKINSOP: How shouldn’t there be, when I’m saying at 
last what has trembled on the tip of my tongue for ten 
days? 

Mrs. Dor: [Delighted.| There! ‘That’s just the tone I want. 
Talk with that quiver in your voice when you ask me 
to pass you the mustard at dinner. 

BLENKINSOP: I lie awake at night thinking of you, and when 
I fall asleep I seem to hold you in my arms. 

Mrs. Dor: That’s splendid. Why couldn’t you say all this 
before? 

BienxInsop: Dot, Dot, don’t torture me. Don’t you see I 
mean it. 


Mrs. Dor: What! 

BLENKINSOP: I’m not jesting now. I wish to heaven I were. 

Mrs. Dor: [Forcing a laugh.| My dear James, you’re really 
piling it on too much. 

BLENKINSOP: You must be mad or blind. Can’t you feel that 
I love your 

Mrs. Dor: Don’t be so absurd. You know you’re only— 
-you’re only pulling my leg. 
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BLENKINSoP: Oh, I’ve been a perfect ass. I should never 
have consented to play this ghastly trick. If you only 
knew what tortures I’ve suffered] 

Mrs. Dor: He isn’t really serious, Aunt Eliza? 

Aunt Exiza: [Swi/ing.] Upon my soul, it looks very much 
like it. 

BLENKINSOP: What did you expect? You’ve played on my 
heartstrings as though they were an instrument that had 
no feeling. You’ve put a caress into every tone of your 
voice. 

Mrs. Dor: [Ruefully.] Of course, I am fascinating. I can’t 
deny that. 

BLENKINSOP: When you touched my hand, every nerve of 
my body thrilled. 

Mrs. Dor: You’re not really in love with me? 

BLENKINSOP: Passionately. 

Mrs. Dor: You’te ridiculous, James Blenkinsop. 

BLENKINSOP: I was a fool. I played with fire, and I never 
dreamed I’d burn myself. 

Mrs. Dor: But you mustn’t be in love with me. I won’t hear 
of it. 

BLENKINSOP: It’s too late to say that now. I adore you. 

Mrs. Dor: But what on earth’s to be done? 


BLENKINSOP: You must marry me. 

Mrs. Dor: Nothing will induce me to do anything of the 
sort. 

BLENKINSOP: [Going up to her with outstretched arms.| You 
can’t realise the wealth of tenderness and affection which 
Pil lavish upon you. 

Mrs. Dor: Go away! Don’t come near me. 

BLENKINSOP: Why should you care for Gerald? Do you 
think if he loved you, he would let a trifling engagement 
with somebody else stand in the way? 

Mrs. Dor: The fact is that men are never to be trustedg 


ACT III MRS. DOT 163 


BLENKINSOpP: I can’t live without you now. I'll give up my 
whole life to make you happy. 

Mrs. Dor: But I’m in love with Gerald. I’m not in love 
with you. I shall never be in love with you. 

BLENKINSOP: You owe me something for all the agony 
you’ve made me endure. Dot, remember that licence. 
It was bought in jest, but the Archbishop of Canterbury 
was in earnest. 

Mrs. Dor: But my dear James, for heaven’s sake be reason- 
able. You know just as well as I do that you’re not a 
marfrying man. 

BLENKINsop: Give me the chance, and you'll see. 

Mrs. Dor: I’m sure you wouldn’t like me. I’m horrid 
really. 

BLENKINSOP: I know that you’re full of faults, but, bless you, 
I love them all. 

Mrs. Dot: I’ve got a beastly temper. 

BLENKINSOP: I dote upon you when I see your eyes flash with 
anger. 

Mrs. Dor: I’m awfully extravagant, and if the Government 
brings in temperance legislation I shall be ruined. 

BLENKINSOP: I’m rich. I should look upon it as the greatest 
happiness to spend my last penny to gratify your 
smallest wish. 

Mrs. Dor: I won’t marry you. I won’t marry you. I won’tl 

BLENKINSOP: Dot, Dot! 

[He catches her in his arms and kisses her. At this 
moment GERALD comes in. Mrs. Dor breaks away 
from BLENKINSOP. There is an awkward pause. 


Mrs. Dor: [To Geraxp.] I thought you were on the river. 
GERALD: Hang the river! 


[She goes to the door, which BLENKINSOP opens for ber. 
She goes out. As Aunt Exiza follows, he speaks to 
her in a low tone. M 
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BLENKINSOP: There’s passion for you. 


Aunt Exiza: You brutes, you can all do it. You positively 
made my heart beat. [She goes ont. 


GERALD: What did Miss MacGregor say? 

BLENKINSOp: A vague suggestion of bigamy if I understood 
correctly. 

GERALD: [Frigidly.] I'm afraid I came at an inopportune 
moment. 

BLENKINsopP: It appears to be one of your happy little ways. 

GERALD: Everyone seems to kiss everyone else in this 
house. 

BLeNKInsop: [With effrontery.] You have only to envelop 


Lady Sellenger in your arms, and the picture will be 
complete. 


GERALD: Would you kindly explain this incident? 
BLENKINSOP: If you'll allow me to say so, I really can’t see 
that it’s any business of yours. 


GERALD: [Ho#/y.] Look here, Blenkinsop, you’ve got no 
right to play your fool-tricks with Mrs. Dot. She’s a 
very excitable and thoughtless woman. She’s .. . 


BLENKINSOP: Well? 

GERALD: Oh, damn youl! 

BLENKINSOP: Not at all, not at all. 

GERALD: [Axgrily.] What the deuce is the meaning of all 
this tomfoolery? 

BLeNKINSOP: [B/andly.] I suppose you couldn’t be a little 
more civil, could you? 


GeRALp: Look here, Blenkinsop, the best thing you can do 
is to receive a telegram that requires your immediate 
presence in town. 


BLENKINSOP: Thanks very much, but I’m extremely comfort- 
able down here. 
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GERALD: You’d be rather surprised if I threw you out of the 
window, wouldn’t you? 

BLENKInSop: I should not only be surprised, but I should 
look upon it as an odious familiarity. 

GERALD: Would you like to know my private opinion of 
you? 

BLENKINSOP: Spare me my blushes, dear boy. It always 
embarrasses me to be flattered to my face. 

GERALD: You silly old fool. 

Bienkinsop: I believe you’re considerably annoyed. 

GERALD: Not in the least. What the dickens is there about 
you that should annoy me? 

BLENKINsOP: Now that I come to think of it, you are cer- 
tainly in a passion. Your face is red, your attire is dis- 
ordered, and you have a slight squint in your eye. 

GERALD: My dear fellow, if I hadn’t the best temper in the 
world, I should kick you. 

BLENKINSOP: You’d far better go and lie down. You'll only 
say something which you'll regret. 

GERALD: I suppose you’re not for a moment under the 
impression that Mrs. Dot cares twopence about you. 


BLENKINSOP: May I ask how that can in the least concern 
your 

GERALD: Mrs. Dot is an old friend of mine. I’m not going 
to see her made ridiculous by a conceited nincompoop. 

BLENKINSOP: By the way, has it slipped your memory that 
you're engaged to Miss Sellenger? 

GERALD: Good Lord, no! 

BieNnkinsop: I daresay you wish it had. 

GERALD: That’s a confounded impertinent thing to say. 

BLENKINSOP: My dear fellow, I never saw anyone with less 
common sense in my life. Surely it’s not very extra- 
ordinary that the same tender passion which inflames the 
chaste breasts of yourself and Miss Sellenger, should 
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attack the equally chaste breasts of myself and Mrs. 
Worthley. 

GERALD: Don’t talk such twaddle. 

BLENKINsOP: I suppose you’d be considerably astonished if 
I told you that I'd just asked Mrs. Dot to be my wife. 

GezrALD: She must have screamed with laughter. 

BLENKINsOoP: You noticed her unconcealed hilarity when you 
came in. 

GERALD: [Going up to him quickly.) You don’t mean it! 


BLENKINSOP: No man is quite safe from the toils of women 
till he’s safely in his grave. And even then a feminine 
worm probably makes a dead set at him. 


Geratp: And does Mrs. Dot—reciprocate your affection? 

BLENKINSOP: Really you ask me a very delicate question. 

GERALD: By the great Harry, the man thinks she’s in love 
with him. 

BLENKINSOP: [Rather indignant.] And pray, why shouldn’t 
she be just as much in love with me as with you? 

Gerap: [With a burst of laughter.) Ha, ha, ha. 

BiLeNKINsoP: What the blazes are you laughing at? 

GERALD: Hal! ha! ha! 

BLENKINsOop: Shut up, you blithering idiotl 

GERALD: [S7i// /aughing.| She has made a fool of you. Hal! 
hal ha! [Serous/y.] And did you really think any woman 
would care for your My poor Blenkinsop! My poor, 
poor Blenkinsop! 

BLENKINSOP: You’re a jackanapes, sir, you’re an impudent 
jackanapes. And why not, pray? 

GERALD: [Farious/y.] Because you’re revolting to look upon, 
and your conversation is inexpressibly tedious. 

BLENKINSOP: It’s charming of you to say so. 

GERALD: If you want to marry anyone, marry Lady 
Sellenger. 
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BLENKINSOP: You are evidently under the impression that 
if a woman can’t be so fortunate as to marry you, she 
had far better retire into a nunnety. 


GERALD: You’re a cantankerous cynic and a fatuous donkey. 
Bienxinsor: I like the delicacy with which you express your 
appreciation of my merits. 


GERALD: Listen to me, Blenkinsop! Clear out of the house 
before you make a greater mess of things than you have 
already. Mrs. Dot would as soon marry her groom as 
marry you. 


BLENKINSOP: You think it’s quite impossible that she should 
evet have dreamt of such a thing? 


GERALD: Not only impossible, but grotesque. 


[BLENKINSOP goes to the drawer in which is the licence 
and takes it out. 


BLENKINsopP: Perhaps, then, it would interest you to inspect 
this document. 


[GERALD fakes it and looks at it, dumbfounded. 


GERALD: It’s a special licence. 

BLENKINSOP: So much less bother than banns you know. 

GERALD: James Blenkinsop. 

BLENKINSOP: And Frances Annandale Worthley. 

GERALD: It’s a mistake! It’s all a preposterous mistake. 

BLENKINSOP: You see, the Archbishop of Canterbury calls 
me his right well-beloved brother. Friendly, isn’t it? 


[GERALD violently tears it in pieces and flings them on the 
ground, BLENKINSOP gives @ sigh of relief. GERALD 
Stalks out of the room into the garden. BLENKINSOP 
goes to the door and waves bis hand at him. Mrs. 
Dor comes in. She has discovered that BLENKINSOP 
has been making a fool of her. 


BLENKINsop: He’s torn up your precious licence. 
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Mrs. Dor: [Quickly.] Which one? 

BLENKInsop: Ours, of course. Three guineas gone bang, my 
dear. 

Mrs. Dor: [Counting on her fingers.| ’'m reckoning how many 
bottles of beer the British public will have to drink for 
us to buy another. 


BLENKINSOP: But your refusal of my hand will happily pre- 
vent you from going to that expense. Thereby consider- 
ably forwarding the cause of temperance. 


Mrs. Dor: [With an assumption of overwhelming gravity.| 
James, I have been thinking over all you said, and I am 
willing to marry you. 


BLENKINSOP: [4 chill going down his spine.| I thank you from 
the bottom of my heart, but I cannot accept this 
sacrifice. 


Mrs. Dor: It is no sacrifice when I think that I can make 


you happy. 

BLENKINSOP: But you mustn’t think of me. It’s your happi- 
ness that we have to consider. Don’t let a momentary 
impulse ruin your whole life. 


Mrs. Dor: I’ve thought it over very carefully. I cannot 
resist your passionate pleading. 


Bienkinsop: I will not be outdone in generosity. You have 
refused me. I accept your refusal as final. 


Mrs. Dor: I never realised that your nature was so great and 
tender. Every word you say makes me more determined 
to devote my life to your happiness. 


BLENKINSOP: My dear Dot, much as I appreciate the beauty 
of your sentiments, I must confess that I could never 
marry a woman who did not love me. 

Mrs. Dor: [As though she were struggling with her modesty.) I 
see that you want to force from me the avowal that is 
so hard to make. Oh, you menl 
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BLENKINsop: Good God, you don’t mean to say you’re in 
love with me? 

Mrs. Dor: [Languishing.| James. Is it so very wonderful? 

BLENKINsSopP: Half an hour ago you said you couldn’t stand 
me at any price. 

Mrs. Dor: It’s a woman’s privilege to change her mind. 
The passion which you threw into your proposal has 
completely changed me. I am touched by the vehemence 
with which you flung your heart at my feet. I have 
struggled, but I cannot resist. Take me in your arms, 
James, and never let me go. 

BLENKINSOP: Dot, I have a confession to make to you. I 
didn’t mean a word I said. 

Mrs. Dor: Ah, James, do not jest. 

BLENKINSOP: I assure you I’m perfectly serious. You 
taunted me that I couldn’t make love, so I just let myself 
go to show you I could. I daresay it was a silly joke, but 
it certainly was a joke. 

Mrs. Dor: [Usmoved.| James, every word you say increases 
my admiration for you. I can’t think now how I was 
ever blind to your great affection. 

BLENKINSOP: But don’t you hear what I say? 

Mrs. Dor: Do you think you can take me in so easily? 

BLENKINSOP: You don’t believe me? 

Mrs. Dor: Not a word. 

BLENKINSOP: [Thoroughly alarmed.| Now, look here. I don’t 
love you, I’ve never loved you, and I never shall love 
you. I can’t put it any clearer than that. 


Mrs. Dor: [With rapture.| God, how he adores mel 
Bienxinsop: I say, look here, this is a bit too thick. 


Mrs. Dor: I know you only say these cruel things because 
you think I should be throwing myself away on you. 


BLENKINSOP: [Hufi/y.] I don’t know about that. 
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Mrs. Dor: You cannot bear to think that I should accept 
you from pity. But it isn’t that, James. You are hand- 
some and noble and chivalrous. How shouldn’t a woman 
love your 

BLENKINSO?P: I repeat that I do not reciprocate your passion. 

Mrs. Dor: You can’t deceive me so easily as that, James. 
I know you love me. We women have such quick 
intuitions. 

BLENKINSOP: So you always say. 


Mrs. Dor: I see you simply quivering with restrained emo- 
tion. Oh, James, James, you’ve made me so happy. 


[She flings herself on his bosom and pretends to burst into 
ears. 


BLENKINSOP: I say, take care. Supposing somebody saw us. 
Mrs. Dor: I should like all the world to see us. 
BLENKINSOP: But it’s devilish compromising. 

Mrs. Dor: I want to compromise myself. Only thus can I 
make you certain of my love. Oh, think of the many 
happy years we shall spend in one another’s arms, James. 

BLENKINSOP: [Extricating himself from her embrace.| Is there 
nothing I can say to undeceive you? 

Mrs. Dor: Nothing! I am yours till death. 

BLENKINSOP: I will never give way to my sense of humour 
apain. 

Mrs. Dot: [-Archly.| Do you mind if I leave you just for one 
minute? After so much agitation I must really go and 
powder my nose. 

BLENKINSOP: [Ironically.] Pray don’t let me detain you. 

Mrs. Dor: Remember I am yours till death. 

BLENKINSOP: It is very good of you to say so. 


[She goes out. He rings the bell impatiently. THE BUTLER 
COMES IN. 
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BiLenxkinsop: Tell my servant I want him. 


[THe Burier goes out. BLENKINSOP walks up and 
down, wringing his hands. "TH SERVANT enters. 
George, pack up my things at once and get the motor. 
There’s not a moment to lose. 

Grorce: Are you going away, sir? 

BLENKINSOP: [F/ying into a passion.] You blithering fool, do 
you suppose I should want my things packed if I were 
staying? I’m going abroad to-night. 

GEORGE: Very well, sir. 

BLENKINSOP: You must take the train and go to Cook’s at 
once and get some tickets. 

GEORGE: Very well, sir. Where to, sir? 

BLENKINSop: Don’t argue, sir, but do as I tell you. 

GEoRGE: I must know where to get the tickets for, sir. 

BLENKINsop: Oh, what it is to have a fool for a servant! Take 
a month’s notice. I dismiss you. Where to, sir? Any- 
where, sir? Somewhere that’s a damned long way off. 
South Africa! Dll go and shoot lions in Uganda. And 
if there isn’t a boat sailing at once, I'll go to America 
and shoot grizzlies in the Rocky Mountains. 

GEORGE: Very dangerous climate, sir. 

BLENKINSOP: Dangerous climate, sir? I would have you 
know it’s not half such a dangerous climate as the valley 
of the Thames. 

GEORGE: Very good, sir. 

[He goes out. Mrs. Dor comes in. At the sight of her 
BLENKINSOP af once cools down. 

Mrs. Dor: James, dear, did I hear you give orders for your 
things to be packed up? 

BLENKINSOP: [Ca/m/y.] No, my love. What could have put 
such an idea in your head? 

Mrs. Dor: You wouldn’t leave me—darling? 
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BLENKINSOP: My angel, nothing now shall tear me from 
your side. 

Mrs. Dor: Dearest! 

BLENKINSOP: [Trying to restrain himself.| Pet! 


[He goes into the garden. Mrs. Dor begins to laugh 
FREDDIE comes in, with letters in bis hand. 


Freppte: I say, I wish you’d just have a look at these letters. 

Mrs. Dor: Oh, yes. I want to have a little talk with you, 
Freddie. [She takes one of the letters and reads.| “I am 
directed by Mrs. Worthley to congratulate you on the 
recent addition to your family, but to express her regret 
that she cannot accede to your request.” How brutal 
you are, Freddie! Surely Mrs. Murphy is an old friend. 

FREDDIE: I looked her out in my note-book. Six months ago 
we sent her fifteen pounds because she had nine children. 
Now she has eleven. 

Mrs. Dor: And yet they complain that the birth-rate 1s 
falling. I think we’d better send her five pounds. 

FREDDIE: You really can’t encourage a woman who has 
twins twice a year, when her husband is not only bed- 
ridden but a hopeless lunatic. 

Mrs. Dor: Perhaps she és a little prolific. 


FreppiE: Here is my answer to Mrs. MacTavish, who wants 
help to bury a husband. 


Mrs. Dor: Poor thing! You’d better send her ten pounds. 


FrEppIE: I’ve answered: “Madam, I regret to see that this is 
the third time you have lost your husband within two 
years. The mortality among the unhappy gentlemen on 
whom you bestow your hand is so great that I can only 
recommend you in future to remain a widow. Youts 
faithfully, Frederick Perkins.” 

Mrs. Dor: [Reading a letter which be hands to her.\ “I am 
pleased to hear that the wooden leg for which Mrs. 
Worthley paid for last year has proved satisfactory, but I 
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cannot recommend her to provide you with another. To 
lose one leg in a tailway accident is a misfortune, but to 
lose a second in a colliery explosion points to careless- 
ness.” That’s not original, Freddie. 

FREpp1E: I’m so hard up, I can only afford to make other 
people’s jokes. 

Mrs. Dor: [With @ shrewd look at hin.| Freddie, I’ve been 
exceedingly pleased with your behaviour during the last 
week. [I’ve watched you carefully, and I’m glad to see 
that you’ve done all that was possible to destroy poor 
Nellie’s affection for you. 

FREDDIE: [Gravely.] I’ve tried to do my duty. 


Mrs. Dot: I know. And in recognition of this I want you to 
accept a little present. Where is my cheque-book? 


Freppie: [Producing it promptly.) Oh, no, really, I shouldn’t 
like you to do anything of the sort. [Putting it in front of 
her, and giving her a pen. 1 feel that ’'m amply paid for all 
that I do for you. I simply can’t accept anything more. 


Mrs. Dor: I was afraid you would object. 
[She writes, and he watches her carefully. 


Freppiz: Five hundred pounds. Oh, you are a ripper! But 
why on earth do you give me that? 


Mrs. Dot: It may be useful to you. Suppose you had an idea 
of getting married, for instance, it would be very 
convenient to have a sum like that in your pocket. 


FreppIE: But I’m not thinking of getting married. 


Mrs. Dor: Aren’t you? I suppose you know that when you 
do, I’m proposing to give you two thousand a year. 


Freppiz: I say, that’s awfully good of you. 
[He takes the cheque and gloats over it. Mrs. Dor 


guickly takes a special licence out of the drawer and puts 
it on the table. 


Mrs. Dor: Now I’m going for a turn in the garden. 
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FreppIE: You are a brick. 


[She goes out. As soon as he sees the coast is clear, he gives 
a peculiar whistle. NELLIE comes in. 


Neue: I thought your whistle was never coming. They 
wanted me to go on the river. I had to invent all sorts of 
excuses. 

Freppiz: I don’t know how it is, but somehow we never 
manage to get a minute by ourselves. 

NELLIE: It’s perfectly maddening. What a good idea it was 
of yours to meet in the garden after they'd all gone to 
bed. 

FrEDpDIE: Was it my idea? I always thought it was yours! 

Nexuie: [With wounded dignity.| It’s not likely I should have 
proposed a thing like that. 

FreppiE: No, it isn’t likely. 

NELLIE: I’m perfectly distracted. If you only knew how that 
man bores mel 

Freppie: I can’t think what you ever saw in him. 

Nexuiz: I was never really fond of him, you know. I only 
accepted him because he was so desperately in love with 
me, and mamma wouldn’t hear of it. 

Frepprz: When did you first know that you cared for me? 

NELLIE: Ob, I don’t know. I think as soon as ever I found 
out you were in love with me. 

FREDDIE: [Rather taken aback.| Ohl 

NELLIE: When did you begin to love me? 

Frepviz: Well, you know, I was awfully flattered by your 
caring for me. 

Nexulz: Oh! .. . [There is @ pause.| I don’t think I quite 
understand. 

FREDDIE: [Opening his arms.| Darling! 


Neue: [Cuddling in them.] Oh, it makes me feel so delight 
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fully wicked. I know I oughtn’t to let you kiss me. I 
know it’s treachery to poor Gerald. 


Freppiz: He isn’t worthy of you. 


NELLiz: He simply worships the ground I tread on. Lama 
perfect beast. 


FREDDIE: We’re treating him shamefully. 
NELut1E: I shall never forgive myself. 
FREDDIE: Poot Gerald. . . . He is an ass, isn’t her 
NELLIE: Oh, awful. [They both go into shrieks of laughter. 
NEL.iz: Take carel 
[Mrs. Dor comes in with flowers in her hands. 


Mrs. Dor: Did I leave my scissors here? Just see if you can 
find them, Freddie. Perhaps they’re in the next room. 
[He goes out.| I wonder if I left them on the writing-table. 


[NewuiE Jooks, sees the licence, starts and turns round to 
hide it. 
NELLIE: [ Agitated.| No, there’s nothing here at all. 
[FREDDIE comes in with the scissors. 


FreppiE: Here they arel 

Mrs. Dor: Thanks so much. [She goes out. 

NELuiE: Freddie, how could you be so incautious? It was 
only by the greatest presence of mind that I was able to 
hide it. 

FREDDIE: What do you mean? 

NELLIE: You ought to have told me. I don’t think it was 
nice of you to get a licence without saying a word to me 
about it. I think it was a great liberty. 

Freppre: A licence? 

Neu: You must know that I can’t marry you. Nothing 
will induce me to break my promise to Gerald. I’m very 
angry with you. 

Freppiz: I haven’t the least idea what you’re talking about. 
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NELLIE: How can you tell such stories? 


[She hands him the licence. He stares at it, utterly 
astonished. 


Freppie: Where did you find this? 


NELLIE: It was lying on the writing-table. I suppose you’re 
not going to deny all knowledge of it. [He stares at it still.] 
Freddie, how bold of you! But you really couldn’t 
imagine for a moment that I’d consent to run away with 
you. Oh, Freddie, I’m so flattered. How you must love 
me! 

Freppie: [To simself.] Two thousand a year! [He takes the 
cheque from his pocket and looks at it. Suddenly light dawns on 
him. He puts cheque and licence back into his pocket. It’s 
fairly clear that a licence couldn’t have got there by itself. 

NELLIE: What on earth made you think of sending for it? 

Freppie: [Brazen/ly.] I thought it was the only way to win 
you. 

NELLIE: Have you had it long? 

FreppIE: It only arrived this morning. Look here, why 
shouldn’t we bolt? You don’t care a straw for Gerald, 
and you do care for me. 

NELLIE: It would break his heart. I couldn’t, I couldn’t! 
Besides, where are we to bolt to? I daren’t. Mamma 
would never forgive me. 

FREDDIE: You see, with this we can be married anywhere. 
Let’s jump into the motor and go down to my father 
near Oxford. We shall arrive by dinner-time, and he’ll 
matty us to-morrow morning. 

NELLIE: You don’t mean to say your father’s in the Church? 


FreppIE: Of course he’s in the Church. I was most careful 
in my choice of a parent. 


Neue: Oh, how clever of you to have a father who’s a 
clergyman! You think of everything, Freddie. 
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Freppir: Look here, there’s not a minute to waste. Will 
you tisk it? 


NE.uIE: No, no, no! Freddie, how can you ask me such a 
thing. . . . P’iljust go and put on my hat. 


Freppie: You brick. 

[She runs out. He walks up and down excitedly. The 
servants bring in the tea. NELLIE comes back with her 
hat on. 

FrepDp1E: Hurry up! 
NELLIE: This és romance, isn’t it? 


[They go to the door that leads into the garden, hand in 
hand. They are confronted by LADY SELLENGER and 
GERALD, BLENKINSOP and Miss MACGREGOR. 


Lavy SELLENGER: Where are you going in such a hurry? 


NELLIE: [Prompily.] We were just going to call you all in to 
tea. [Mrs. Dor comes in. 


Mrs. Dor: I’ve just had the motor brought round in case any 
one would like to go out. 


[She goes to the writing-table to see if the licence has been 
removed. They all sit down and have tea. 


Lapy SELLENGER: Nellie, my love, I’ve been discussing a 
very important matter with Gerald. 
Mrs. Dot: ] know. You asked him to name the day. 


Lapy SELLENGER: I feel that I have no right to restrain any 
longer the very natural impatience of these young things. 


Newuie: [Aghast.] And what did Gerald say? 

Lapy SELLENGER: He wishes to leave it entirely to you. 
NE te: I’m sure that’s very obliging of him. 

GERALD: Not at all. 

Mrs. Dor: Of course, he’s all eagerness. 

GERALD: [Grimly.] Yes. 
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Neue: I would much sooner—let Gerald fix it at his own 
convenience. 

Lapy SELLENGER: I think it’s delightful, the way they give 
in to one another. 

GERALD: We shall only bore Mrs. Dot if we discuss the 
matter now. 

Lapy SELLENGER: We’re all old friends here. I’m sure Mrs. 
Dot will help us with her advice. 

Mrs. Dor: My own opinion is, that in these matters the 
sooner the better. 

BLENKINSOP: When you have to take a pill the best thing is to 
swallow it down without thinking. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Cynic! What do you say to six weeks 
from to-day? 

NELLIE: That would suit me beautifully. 

Geratp: Then there’s no more to be said. 

Lavy SELLENGER: What a beautiful thing love is! 

[NELLIE gets up. 


Ne xu: [To Freppiez.] Are you coming? 

FREDDIE: Certainly. 

Lavy SELLENGER: [Surprised.] Where are you going, Nellie? 

Netuie: Mr. Perkins has promised to take me for a little 
drive in the motor. I feel it’s the only thing to send 
away my headache. 

Lapy SELLENGER: [In an undertone.| My darling, is this wise? 
Remember the feelings of this poor young man. 

NELLIE: [Also in an undertone.) 1 thought you’d like an 
opportunity of talking privately to Gerald. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Why, darling? 

NELLIE: Dear mamma, the settlements. 


Lapy SELLENGER: [Smiling affectionately.| You sweet, practical 
child! You’ll be your own mother again at my age. 
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Net .iz: May I go then? 
Lapy SELLENGER: Do. But don’t be away very long. 
Nexium: [Kzssiag her.] Good-bye, mamma. 


[She goes out with Freppie. Almost immediately the 
sound of a motor-horn is heard, as they drive away. 


LaDy SELLENGER: The dear child, she has such a sweet, 
trusting nature. You must kiss me, too, Gerald! 


GERALD: I shall be delighted, I’m sure. 


[She puts up her cheek, which he kisses. A SERVANT 
comes in with a note. 


SERVANT: Miss Sellenger told me to give you this at once, 
Madam. 


Mrs. Dor: Oh. [She opens it and gives a cry.| Good heavens! 
Oh, the deceitful wretch! Lady Sellenger, how shall I 
tell you? It’s from Nellie. 


Lapy SELLENGER: From Nellie! 


Mrs. Dor: [Reading.] ““Dear Mrs. Dot, I’m just off to marry 
Freddie. Break it to Mamma gently.” 

Lapy SELLENGER: [Starting up.) Impossible! Stop theml 
Stop them! Where are they? 


Mrs. Dor: [Reading.] “I couldn’t marry Gerald. He’s too 
great a”—there’s a word in big letters. I never could 
read capitals. [She hands the note to GERALD. 

GERALD: The word is “ B. O. R. E.” 

Mrs. Dor: [Pretending to be much surprised.| Borel 

BLENKINSOP: [ With immense satisfaction. Borel 

Aunt Exiza: [Medstatively.| Bore! 


Lapy SELLENGER: Oh, how monstrous! My poor Gerald, 
what shall I do? 


[GERALD goes into a roar of laughter. He laughs louder 
and louder. 
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Lapy SELLENGER: Gerald! Gerald! Don’t! Pull yourself 
together. The poor boy, he’s perfectly hysterical. 
Where are my salts? Mrs. Dot, for heaven’s sake calm 
him down. Oh, my dear! You mustn’t upset yourself 
yet. 

BLENKINSOP: He looks cut up, doesn’t he? 

Lapy SELLENGER: We'll pursue them. There’s no harm done 
yet. We'll catch them. I promise you we'll catch them. 
You shall marry her, Gerald, if I have to drag her to 
church by the hair of her head. 


[At this he stops suddenly and stares at her in dismay. 


GERALD: What ate you going to do? 

Lapy SELLENGER: We must chase them. Where’s your 
motor, Mr. Blenkinsop? Didn’t you tell me it was the 
fastest machine in England? 

BLenxkinsop: I did say something of the sort. 

Lapy SELLENGER: We shall catch them up. Gerald, you must 
drive me. I can’t trust any one else to go fast enough. 

Mrs. Dor: But you don’t know which way they’re gone. 

Lavy SELLENGER: Don’t be so silly. Of course they’ve gone 
to Brighton. When people elope they always go to 
Brighton. 

[Mrs. Dor sips out of the room. 

GERALD: And what'll you do if we come up to them? You 
can’t force them to come back. 

Lapy SeLLENGER: If a woman can’t force her daughter to 
marry any man she chooses, I don’t know what the 
English nation is coming to. 

GERALD: I won’t marry the girl against her will. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Fiddlededee! Of course you’ll marry her. 
Who is this creature she’s run away with? Perkins]! 
Perkins with a P. I never heard anything so ridiculous. 
Do you suppose my daughter is going to be Mrs. 
Perkins—Perkins with a P? 
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BLENKINSOP: You couldn’t very well spell it with a W could 
your 

Lapy SELLENGER: Hold your impudent tongue, sir! 

GERALD: Nov, let’s have this out and be done with it. I’m 
no more in love with Nellie than she is with me, I was 
going to marry her because I’d promised to, and it 
seemed a low down trick to draw back ... 

Lapy SELLENGER: The man’s mad. The shock has turned his 
brain. 

GERALD: When I heard she’d bolted, I could have jumped 
for joy. I seem to have awaked out of a ghastly night- 
mare. Nothing will induce me to try and catch her up. 

Lapy SELLENGER: You monster! How dare you trifle with 
the affections of my daughter! You don’t mean to stand 
by and see her marry a man called Perkins! 

GERALD: I wouldn’t even mind if she married a man called 
Vere de Vere. 

Lapy SELLENGER: Very well, then, the chauffeur shall drive 
me. You’re a heartless brute. Perkins with a P. And 
penniless to boot. 

[She flounces out of the room and bangs the door. 


GERALD: Where’s Mrs. Dot? 
[He goes into the garden. 


BLENKINSOP: What a charming mother-in-law that woman 
will makel 


[Mrs. Dor comes in with a large kitchen knife in one hand 
and a poker in the other. 

Mrs. Dor: I’ve done it! 

BLENKINSOP: Done what? 

Mrs. Dor: Lady Sellenger thinks she’s going in your motor, 
but she isn’t. 

BLENKINSOP: [Starting up.] What have you done to my 
motor? 
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Mrs. Dor: As soon as she talked of it, I ran to the kitchen 
and seized this knife and I seized this poker. 
BLENEINSOP: Woman! 


Mrs. Dor: I’ve ripped up all the tyres, they’re simply in 
ribands, James. 


BLENKINsopP: Good Lord! 


Mrs. Dor: I don’t know what I’ve done to the steering gear, 
but I know it’ll never work again. Oh, it’s in an awful 
state. 

Bienxkrinsop: But that’s a bran-new motor. I’ve just paid 
eighteen hundred pounds for it. 


Mrs. Dor: And so that there shouldn’t be any risk I opened 
the place where the works are, and I rummaged around 
with the poker. I think I’ve smashed everything. 


BLENKINSOP: Oh! Oh! [He buries his head in his hands. 

Mrs. Dor: The thing’s a wreck and a ruin. You should have 
seen the tyres go flop, flop, flop. 

BLENKINSOP: But I’m going to race next week. 


Mrs. Dor: It’ll be impossible to move it for a month. It és in 
a state. 

BLENKINSOP: Eighteen hundred pounds! 

Mrs. Dor: I don’t know how much it’ll cost to put right. 
You don’t mind, James, do you? 

BLENKINSOP: Mind! 

Mrs. Dor: I shouldn’t like you to be cross with me. 

BLENKINSOP: [Fuariously.] Ohl! 

Mrs. Dor: You won’t let this disturb your affection for me? 
Remember that you’re going to marry me. 


BLENKinsop: Marry you. I’d rather marry my cook. 
[He flings out of the room. 


Mrs. Dor: [Looking after him, innocently.] He is in a temper, 
isn’t he? It’s very hard to please everybody in this life. 
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Aunt Extza: You’re quite incorrigible. 

Mrs. Dor: Would you mind taking these implements 
away? I’m really very tired. 

Aunt Exiza: I suppose breaking motors is rather hard work. 

Mrs. Dor: And you get very little thanks for it. 


[Aunt Exiza goes out. Mrs. Dor sinks into a chair, 
with a sigh of relief. GERALD comes in. She realises 
that he is behind her, but pretends not to notice bim. 
He comes up softly. 


GERALD: Dot! 


Mrs. Dor: [Pretending to start.|] Oh, how you frightened me! 
You might remember that my nerves are in a very 
agitated state. 


GERALD: You asked me a question a little while ago. I can 
answer it now. 


Mrs. Dor: I’m so sorry, I’ve quite forgotten what it was. It 
can’t have been of the smallest importance. 


GERALD: You asked me if I loved you. 
Mrs. Dor: How absurd! And do you? 


GeERALpD: With all my heart, and I’ve loved you passionately 
from the first moment I saw you. 


Mrs. Dor: With never a day off? 


GERALD: With never a day off. I wanted to tell you every 
minute, and yet I couldn’t be such a cad. 


Mrs. Dor: [Sarcastically.] It’s awfully nice of you to say all 
this, and I can’t tell you how flattered I am. 


GERALD: Dot! 


Mrs. Dor: Only it’s rather late in the day. I’ve promised my 
hand and heart to James Blenkinsop. 


GERALD: Fiddlel 
Mrs. Dor: [Raising her eyebrows.] I beg your pardon? 
GERALD: [Firmly.] Fiddle! 
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Mrs. Dor: Are you under the delusion that because a happy 
chance has freed you from a previous engagement, I’m 
going to seize the opportunity and leap into your arms? 

GERALD: You know, women are brutes. One tries to do the 
straight thing and behave more or less like a white man 
and they make you feel as if you’d been an utter beast. 

Mrs. Dor: Do you know why Nellie jilted your Because 
you’re a bore. 

GERALD: [Swiling.] I daresay I’m very stupid. I suppose 
that’s why I love you so much. 

Mrs. Dor: My dear Gerald, you were cured of your passion 
for Nellie in a month. I have no doubt that a week in 
Paris will make your heart whole once more. 

GERALD: [Ca/mly.] Are you packing me off by any chance? 

Mrs. Dor: Marked—damaged. 

GERALD: [With his tongue in his cheek.] Then Good-byel 

Mrs. Dor: Bon voyage. 


[He turns to go and walks slowly to the door. She seizes a 
cushion and throws it at him, then turns her back on 
him. He stops, picks up the cushion and gravely brings 
it to ber. 


GERALD: I think you dropped something. 
Mrs. Dor: [Gravely.] Thank you. 


[He looks at her, with a smile. She begins to laugh. 
Suddenly he takes her in his arms. 


GERALD: You silly little fool. 


THE END 
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JACK STRAW 
THE FIRST ACT 


ScENE: The lounge and winter garden of the Grand Babylon Hotel. 
There are palms and flowers in profusion, and numbers of little 
tables surrounded each by two or three chairs. Several people are 
seated, drinking coffee and liqueurs. At the back a flight of 
steps leads to the restaurant, separated from the winter garden 
by a leaded glass partition and swinging doors. In the restaurant 
a band is playing. 

Iwo or three waiters are standing about or serving customers. 

AMBROSE HOLLAND aad Lapy WANLEY come out from the 
restaurant. He is a well-dressed, elegant man of five-and-thirty. 

She is a handsome widow of uncertain age. 


Lapy WANLEY: [Pausing at the foot of the steps.| Where shall 
we sitP 

Ho.ianp: Let us choose a retired corner where we can 
gossip in peace. 

Lapy Wantey: Nonsense! I didn’t come to the Grand 
Babylon in order to blush unseen. I caught sight of a 
number of people during luncheon, who I’m quite 
determined shall catch sight of me now. 

Ho tianp: I was sufficiently gallant to have eyes for you 
only. 

Lapy WANLEY: [Pointing to a table.| Shall we sit there? 

Hotianp: D’you mind sitting on the other side? The 
waiter’s rather a pal of mine. 

Lapy WANLEY: [Sitting down.] What queer friends you have. 

Hoiianp: Waiter. 
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A Warrer: [Coming forward.| Your waiter will be here in one 
minute, sir. 

Ho..anp: [To Lapy WANLEY.] You see, I’ve knocked about 
in so many places that I have friends in every city in the 
world and every rank in life. 

Lapy Wantey: I suppose you saw the Parker-Jennings? 
They were sitting three tables from us. 

Ho.uanp: I did. 

Lapy WAN LEy: Do you know that she cut me dead when I 
came in? 

Ho uanp: I’ve long told you that Mrs. Parker-Jennings is 
growing exclusive. 

Lapy WANLEY: But, my dear Ambrose, that she should have 
the impudence to cut me. . 

Ho.uianp: [Swiling.] I respect her for it. 

Lapy Wan ey: I’m much obliged to you. 

Ho.tanp: I don’t think it does much credit to her heart, but 
it certainly does to her understanding. She has dis- 
covered that a title nowadays is not nearly such a good 
passport to the world of fashion as she thought it was. 
She knows you’re as poor as a church mouse, and she’s 
realised that in Society the poor are quite rightly hated 
and despised by all who know them. 

Lapy WANLEY: Yes, but remember the circumstances. Five 
yeats ago the Parker-Jennings didn’t know a soul in the 
world. They’d lived in Brixton all their lives. 

Ho.uanp: It has been whispered to me that in those days 
they were known as Mr. and Mrs. Bob Jennings—not 
nearly so smart, is it? 

Lapy Wan ey: He used to go to the City every morning 
with a black bag in one hand and an umbrella in the 
other. 

Hotuanp: I wish that confounded waiter would come. 


Lapy WANLEy: One day an uncle in the North, from whom 
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they vaguely had expectations, died suddenly and left 
them nearly two millions. 

Ho.ianp: Some people are so lucky in the way they choose 
their uncles. 


Lapy Wan Ley: He was a hardware manufacturer, and no 
one dreamt that he had a tenth part of that fortune. I 
came across them in Switzerland and found they were 
looking for a house. 

Ho.anp: So, with a burst of hospitality, you asked them 
down to Taverner, and they took it for twenty-one 
years. 

Lapy Wantezy: I introduced them to every one in the 
county. I gave little parties so that they might meet 
people. And now, if you please, the woman cuts me. 


Ho.ianp: [Dry/y.] You have left out an essential detail in 
the account of your relations with these good folk. 


Lapy WANLEy: Have I? 


Ho.uanp: [Smiling.| You have omitted to mention that 
when they took Taverner they agreed to pay an ex- 
orbitant rent. 


Lapy Wan tey: They could well afford it. Besides, it was a 
historic place. It was worth whatever I could get for it. 


Ho.ianp: Parker-Jennings may be very vulgar, but he’s as 
shrewd a man as you’d find anywhere between Park Lane 
and Jerusalem. 

Lapy Wan tey: I haven’t the least idea what you’re talking 
about. 

HOLLAND: Haven’t you? Well, then, I venture to suggest 
that if Mr. Parker-Jennings gave you such an enormous 
rent for Taverner, it was on a certain understanding. He 
was wise enough to find out that people can live in 
Cheshire all their lives and never know a soul. I don’t 
suppose he put it in the agreement between you, but 
unless Iam very much mistaken he took your place only 
on the condition that you should get every one to call. 
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Lapy Wan tey: [After a brief pause.| I was crippled with 
mortgages, and J had to send my boys to Eton. 


Ho.iLanp: Good heavens, I’m not blaming you. I only wish 
to point out that if you introduced Mrs. Jennings to 
your friends, it was a matter of business rather than of 
sentiment. 


Lapy Wan ey: [With a little Jaugh.| 1 suppose you think it’s 
very natural that she should wish to kick away the ladder 
by which she climbed. 


[-A WAITER comes up to HOLLAND. 


WAITER (JACK STRAW): Yes, sir. 


Ho.ianp: Two coffees and two Benedictines. But you’re 
not my usual waiter. Where’s Pierre? 


Warter: [B/andly.] He’s attending the funeral of an elderly 
female relative, sir. 
[HOLLAND Jooks up quickly, and then stares in a puzzled 
Way. 
Ho.ianp: I seem to know your face. Have I seen you 
anywhere? 
Warrer: [ With a smile.| Mt. Ambrose Holland, I think. 
Hotianp: Jack Straw! What on earth are you doing here? 


Jack Straw: My dear fellow, it is possible to be no less of a 
philosopher in the uniform of a waiter at the Grand 
Babylon Hotel than in the gown of a professor at the 
University of Oxford. [He goes out. 


Lapy Wan.ey: [Laeughing.] It’s really very odd that waiters 
should address you as my dear fellow. 


Ho.ianp: What an extraordinary encounter! 
Lapy Wan ey: Please tell me who your friend is. 
Ho .ianp: I haven’t the ghost of an idea. 

Lapy Wan ey: My dear Ambrose. 


Ho.Luanp: I first met him in the States. I was in considerable 
financial difficulties in those days—it’s three or four 
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years ago now—and I got a small part in a travelling 
company. Jack Straw was a member of it, and we 
became great friends. 

Lapy Wan _Ey: Is that his name? 

Ho.ianp: So he assures me. 

Lapy Wan tey: It’s very improbable, isn’t it? 

Ho tuanp: Very. I believe Jack Straw was a highwayman, or 
something like that, and he’s given his name to a public- 
house in Hampstead. 

Lapy WANLEY: He must be an extraordinary man. 

Ho ianp: He is. I don’t know whether I admire most his 
self-assurance or his resourcefulness. I spent with him 
the last two years before my ship came home. We had 
some pretty rough times together, but he was a pillar of 
strength. Difficulties seemed to arise only that he might 
surmount them. 

Lapy WanLey: He sounds quite splendid. 

Ho.anp: The worst of living with him was that you had no 
breathing-time. He’s a man with an uncontrollable love 
of adventure. Prosperity bores him to death, and time 
after time, when we’d managed to get out of rough water 
into smooth, he’d throw up everything for some wild 
goose chase. 

Lapy WANLEY: But who are his people? 

Ho.iianp: Heaven only knows. I know he isn’t English, 
though he speaks it wonderfully. 

Lapy WANLEY: Is he by way of being a gentleman? 

Ho.tanp: I can only tell you that he’s thoroughly at home in 
whatever society he finds himself. 

Lapy Wantezy: I daresay that’s not a bad definition of a 
gentleman. 

HoLianp: He’s sailed before the mast, been a bar-tender in 
New York, and an engine-driver on the Canadian 
Pacific. He’s been a miner up in the Klondyke, and he’s 
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wotked ona ranch in Texas. And if he’s a waiter now, I 
datesay he’ll be an organ-grinder next week, and a 
company-promoter the week after. I’ve seen half a dozen 
fortunes within his grasp, and he’s let them all slip 
through his fingers from sheer indifference to money. 


Lapy Wan ey: Here he is with the coffee. 
[Jack StrAw comes in with coffee and liqueurs. 


Hoxuutanp: I should be overwhelmed with confusion at 
allowing you to wait on me, if I did not feel certain that 
it appeals enormously to your sense of humour. 


Jack Srraw: It has occurred to me that you will feel a 
natural hesitation about giving me a tip. I may as well 
tell you at once that I shall feel none about taking it. 

Ho.tanp: It’s thoughtful of you to watn me. How much do 
I owe you? 

Jacx Straw: Two shillings the coffee and three shillings the 
liqueur. The prices seem exorbitant to me, but I suppose 
people must expect to pay for the privilege of letting 
their friends see them at the best hotel in Europe. 

Hou.anp: [Putting down a coin.) Don’t bother about the 
change. 

Jack Srraw: Half a sovereign. My dear fellow, when you 
offer me a tip of five shillings you are presuming un- 
warrantably on our former acquaintance. 

Ho.ianp: [He/p/ess/y.] ’m sure I beg your pardon. 

Jack Srraw: I will keep one shilling as an adequate re- 
muneration for my services and return you four. 


Ho ianp: I am overpowered by your condescension. 

Jack Straw: [To Lapy Wan.ey, who has put a cigarette in ber 
mouth.| Light, madam 

Ho tuanp: I should like to ask you to sit down. 


Jacx Srraw: It would be eminently improper. Besides, I 
have other tables to attend to. But I shall be delighted 
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to dine with you to-night if you have no other engage- 
ment. 

HO.anp: It’s very kind of you. But will not your duties 
here detain you? . . . Mr. Straw—Lady Wanley. 


Jack Srraw: [Bowing.] How do you do. I’m only engaged 
here for the afternoon. Your ladyship is aware that the 
lower orders make a speciality in the decease of elderly 
female relatives. 


Lapy Wantey: I have often been impressed by the piety 
with which they bury their maternal grandmothers. 


Jack Srraw: It appears that Pierre, an old acquaintance of 
mine, wished to attend the funeral of a widowed aunt, 
the relic of an egg importer in Soho, and a highly 
respectable person. 


Lapy Wan ey: I can well imagine that nothing could be 
mote respectable than to import eggs to Soho. 


Jack Srraw: The head-waiter, who is an excellent fellow, 
with female relatives of his own, promised to overlook 
his absence if he could find a substitute. Pierre, like 
myself, is a person of somewhat striking physique and 
could find no one able to wear his clothes. He confided 
his distress to me, and I, knowing that his uniform 
would fit me like a glove, offered at once to step into the 
—breach. 

HOouLanp: I am relieved to hear that your appearance in this 
Capacity is not due to embarrassed circumstances. 


Jack Srraw: I deplore the hastiness of your reasoning. My 
circumstances are excessively embarrassed. Excuse me, I 
see some people who are proposing to sit at one of my 
tables. 


[Meanwhile people have been coming down from the 
restaurant and sitting at the various tables. Watters 
have been banding them coffee. HortTON WirHERs and 
Mrs. WITHERS come down, accompanied by the Rev. 
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Lewis Assotr aad Mrs. Assorr (Rose). JACK 
Straw /eaves Ho~ttanp aad Lapy WANLEY #0 
attend to some people. 


Lapy Wantzy: There are the Withers. Why, they’ve got 
Rosie with them and her husband. 


[She gets up and goes towards the WITHERS, who are 
honest, simple people, not distinguished, but good- 
natured and kindly. Lewis Assort és a nice-looking, 
frank young parson. Rosie is very pretty and fragile. 
She is simply dressed. 


Lapy Wantey: [Swiling to Rosiz.] My dear, what are you 
doing in this sink of iniquity? I am surprised to see you. 
And Lewis! 


[She shakes hands, evidently delighted to see them. 


Wrrners: We’ve brought them up to London for a little 
jaunt. 

Ho.Lianp: Won't you all sit at our table? There’s plenty of 
room. 

Wirners: That’s very kind of you. [To dis wife.] Fanny, you 
know Mr. Holland. 

Mrs. WITHERS: Yes, of course I do. How do you do, Lady 
Wanley. 

Lapy Wantey: How do you do? Now you two young 
things must sit one on each side of me, and you must tell 
me all about Taverner. 

Rostz: Oh, we’re so happy there, and everything’s beautiful, 
and we just love the house. 

Lapy Wantey: I don’t believe you know Mr. Holland. 
Ambrose, this is Rosie, Jasper Neville’s daughter. You 
knew him well, didn’t you? 

Hoi.anp: Of course I did. 

Lapy Wanteyr: And this is Rosie’s husband and my new 
Vicar at Taverner. 


ACT 1 JACK STRAW 197 


Axszott: It makes me feel awfully grand. 

Lapy Wantzy: I adore them both, so you must like them. 
These dear things were waiting to be married. Lewis was 
a curate in some dreadfully shabby suburb, and he’s a 
saint. 

Assott: I wish you wouldn’t say such absurd things about 
me. 

Lapy Wan tey: Nonsense. He’s a saint, but quite a modern 
nice sort of saint, who plays cricket and doesn’t wear a 
hair shirt. And of course he couldn’t marry Rosie, who 
hadn’t a penny to bless herself with, but Providence came 
to the rescue and carried off our old Vicar with influenza. 

Rosiz: What dreadful things you say, Lady Wanley. 


Lapy Wantey: And the living’s in my gift, so I gave it to 
them, and there they are. 

Rosiz: You have been nice to us. 

Lapy WaANLEy: My dears, you’re the only really good 
people I’ve ever known in my life. I used to think my 
boys were till they went to Eton, and now I know they’re 
devils. 

Wirners: We're all under a debt of gratitude to you, Lady 
Wanley. Every one worships them in the parish. 

Aszort: Every one’s been very jolly, and they all try to 
make things easy for us. 

Mrs. WrrHERs: You know, they will work so hard, we could 
hardly persuade them to come up to London for two or 
three days. 

WirTHeErs: I daresay you’ve heard that we’ve taken a little 
place near Taverner. 

Ho.ianpb: Lady Wanley was telling me at luncheon. 

Lapy WANLEY: [To Rosiz.] And are you enjoying yourself in 
London, darling? 

Rosie: [Enthusiastically.| Oh, it’s simply splendid. You don’t 
know what a treat it is to us to come to the Grand 
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Babylon. It makes us feel so smart. And to-night we're 
going to the Gaiety. 

Lapy Wan tey: [To WrrHeErs.] It’s very nice of you to be so 
good to these young people. 

Mrs. Wiruers: It’s a pleasure to us to see how they enjoy 
everything. 

Rosie: D’you know the Parker-Jennings are here? Isn’t it 
nice? They will be surprised when they see us, won’t 
they, Lewis? 

Mrs. Wiruers: [With a little sniff.) 1 see Maria Jennings has 
got a lord with her. 

Ho.ianp: Serlo, isn’t it? I thought I saw him. 


Wiruers: J suppose you know they’re trying to hook 
him for Ethel? 


Lapy WAaANLEY: Good heavens! 


Mrs. Wirners: [With a shrug of the shoulders.| As long as he’s 
a Marquess, and he’s that all right, Maria Jennings don’t 
mind the rest. 


Lavy Wan ey: I hope Ethel will refuse to have anything to 
do with him. 


Rosie: She’s a dear, isn’t she? I’m so fond of her, and she’s 
simply devoted to Lewis. 


Lapy WaNLEY: My dear, do you never say anything against 
any one? 

Ross: [ With a laugh.| Seldom. Everybody’s so nice. 

Lapy Wantey: It must make conversation very difficult. 


But Ethel is a charming girl, and I shouldn’t like her to 
fall into the hands of that disgraceful young rip. 


Mrs. Wrruers: She’s the only one of the family who hasn’t 
had her head turned by all the money. 


Lapy Wan LEY: Of course you knew Mrs. Jennings before 
she was the exalted person she is now. 
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Mrs. Wrruers: Bless you, I’ve known her all my life. We 
went to the Brixton High School together, and I was a 
bridesmaid at her wedding. Why, we used to be popping 
in and out of one another’s houses all day long. 


Wirners: And now, if you please, she’ll hardly look at us, 


Axssott: I’m afraid people don’t much like her at Taverner, 
but she’s done everything she could for us, and they’re 
awfully generous. 


Rosie: I don’t care what anybody says about her, she’s been 
perfectly sweet to me. She told me that I might come to 
the Hall whenever I wanted to, and I’m always dropping 
in to lunch there. 


Lapy Wantezy: Oh, well, if they’re nice to you, I forgive 
them. Mrs. Jennings can cut me till she’s blue in the face. 


Rostz: Oh look, there’s the Count. 


[A distinguished-looking old man comes out of the res- 
taurant and walks slowly down the steps. 


Lapy WaNLEy: It’s Adrian von Bremer. How on earth 
d’you know him? 

Rostz: I don’t, but he’s rented a place in Cheshire, and he 
came to church once. 

Lapy WANLEY: It’s the Pomeranian Ambassador, you know. 

Mrs. WIirHERs: I know him well by sight. 


Lapy Wan tezy: I wish he’d come and talk to us. I should 
like to introduce Lewis to him. 


Ho.anp: He’s as blind as a bat. I don’t suppose he’ll see us. 
[Meanwhile VON BREMER has reflectively put an eyeglass in 

his eye, and looks round as he walks out. He catches 
sight of Lapy WANLEY, and smiling, comes up to ber. 

Von Bremer: How do you do. 

Ho.uanp: You look as if you were just going. 

VuNn Bremer: lam. I had my coffee in the restaurant. 

Lapy WANLEY: What is the news in Pomerania? 
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Von Bremer: None except that our Emperor is growing old. 
All these domestic troubles of his are breaking him 
down. 

Lapy WANLEY: Poor old thing. 

Ho..anp: I suppose nothing has been heard of the Arch- 
duke Sebastianr 

Von Bremer: Nothing. We’ve given up the search. 

Ho.tuanp: [To Lapy Wantey.] You remember that affair, 
don’t you? There was some quarrel in the domestic 
circle, and the Archduke Sebastian suddenly dis- 
appeared—four years ago, now, isn’t itPp—and hasn’t 
been heard of since. He simply vanished into thin air. 

Lapy WANLEy: But how do you know he’s alive? 

Von Bremer: Every Christmas the Emperor receives a 
letter from him, sent from different parts of the world, 
saying he’s well and happy. 

Lapy WANLEY: It’s really very romantic. I wonder what on 
earth he’s doing. 

Von Bremer: Heaven only knows. 

Lavy Wan ey: Tell me, how is that nice young attaché of 
yours that I met at luncheon the other day. 

Von Bremer: The nice young attaché has come to a bad end. 
I’ve had to send him back to Pomerania. 

Lapy WANtEY: Really? 

Von Bremer: The story is rather entertaining. There’s an 
American woman here who has a passion for titles, and 
it occurred to my attaché one day to introduce his valet to 
her as Count So-and-So. Of course she was full of 
attentions and immediately asked the valet to dinner. 
Presently the story came to my ears. I really couldn’t 
have my a¢tachés playing practical jokes of that sort,and 
so I sent him home. 

Lapy WAN LEy: Poor boy, he was so nice. 


Von Bremer: Good-bye. 
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Lapy Wan ey: Oh, may I introduce Mr. Abbott to you. 
He’s your new Vicar at Taverner. And this is Mrs. 
Abbott. You must be very nice to her. 

Von Bremer: I’m delighted to meet you. I’ve heard 
wonderful stories of your good works in the parish. 

AxssotT: It’s very kind of you to say so. 

Von Bremer: [To Rosiz.] If you will allow me I should like 
to call on you when I come down to Cheshire. 

Rostz: I shall be so pleased to see you. 


Von Bremer: Good-bye. 
[He bows and goes out. 


Rostz: Wasn’t it nice of him to say he’d call? You know, he 
never goes anywhere. 

Wirners: I can see Mrs. Jennings’ face when she hears that 
the Count has been to see you, my dear. 

Hotuanp: Why do you say that? 

Mrs. WirHers: The Count lives next door to them in the 
country, and they’ve moved heaven and earth to know 
him, but he simply won’t look at them. Maria would 
give her eyes if he’d call on her. 

Rosie: How can you say such horrid things about herl 


[During the last two or three speeches Mr. and Mrs. 
PARKER-JENNINGS come down the steps, followed by 
ETHEL, VINCENT a#d SERLO. SERLO goes over to 
talk to a flashily dressed girl at another table. PARKER- 
JENNINGS is @ Little stoutish man, very common and 
self-assertive. His wife is of a determined appearance, 
vulgar, and magnificently dressed. VINCENT iS showy 
and aggressive. ETHEL is very charming and very 
pretty. SERLO is quite insignificant, Mrs. PARKER- 
JENNINGS comes down the centre of the stage, with her 
party, elaborately ignoring Lapy WANLEY’S fable. 
Rosie gets up and goes to her impulsively. Mrs. 
Wirners and her husband rise. 
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Rostx: Mrs. Jennings, I am so glad to see you. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Frigidly putting up her glasses.| Mrs. 
Abbott. 

Wrruers: Hullo, Bob, old man, how are the chicks? 


PARKER- JENNINGS: We’re all in the best of ’ealth, thank you. 


Erue: [Shaking hands with Mrs. WirueErs.| I was hoping we 
should have a chance of speaking to you. 

Mrs. Wrrners: What a picture you look, my dear! What’s 
the matter with Vincent? Why are you trying to look as 
if you’d never seen me before? 

VincENT: You'll never allow me to forget you, Mrs. 
Withers. 

Mrs. Wiruers: No, I won’t. And many’s the time I’ve 
bathed you, my lad, in that little back room in St. John’s 
Road, Brixton, and don’t you forget that either. 


Rosiz: [Exthusiastically to Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS.| Aren’t 
you surprised to see us here? Mr. and Mrs. Withers are 
giving us such a treat. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGsS: I shouldn’t ’ave thought this quite 
the place for a clergyman’s wife to come to. I confess 
I’m surprised you should find time to leave your work at 
Taverner in order to gad about in London. 


[Roste és taken aback by the snub, and her face falls. 


Rosie: But we’re only here for a day or two. We shall be 
home on Thursday. I was wondering if I might come up 
to luncheon as Lewis has got to go out. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I’m expecting Lord Serlo’s mother 
and Lady Eleanor King to stay with me, so perhaps you’d 
better not come up to the ’all for a few days. I’m sure 
you understand, don’t you. I don’t want to ’urt your 
feelings, but I don’t think you’re quite the sort of person 
they’d like to meet. 

[Rosie gives a Uittle gasp. 
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ErHex: [Indignantly.]| Mother. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I'll let you know when it’s con- 
venient for you to call. I’m afraid you’re a little inclined 
to be pushing, my dear. You don’t mind my telling you, 
do you? It’s not quite the correct thing in a clergyman’s 
wife. 

[She turns her back on Rosie, who is left gasping. She 
tries to choke her sobs, but tears of mortification roll 
down her cheeks. 


Lapy Wan ey: Oh, the cad, the cad. 
[She makes Rosie sit down and comforts her. 


EruHet: Mother, how could you. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Hold your tongue, Ethel. I’ve 
been wanting to give those people a lesson for some time. 
Where’s our table, Robert? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: There are some people sitting there, my 
dear. We shall ’ave to take this one. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Didn’t you tell the waiter to 
reserve it? Waiter! 

Jack Straw: Yes, madam. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You must tell those people that 
that table’s taken. 

Jacx Straw: I’m very sorry, madam. Will this one not do 
instead? 

ETHEL: Yes, mother. Let’s sit here. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I’m not going to let people push 
me into any ’ole and corner they like. 

VINCENT: Cheek, I call it. 

PARKER- JENNINGS: Come on, sit down, mother. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Unwillingly taking her seat at a 
vacant table.| How often ’ave I told you not to call me 
mother? My name’s Marion; I’m sure you ought to 
know it by now. 
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PARKER- JENNINGS: Is it? I always thought it was Maria. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [To Jack Srraw.] What are you 
waiting there for? 

Jack Srraw: I thought the gentleman wished to give an 
order, madam. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Why didn’t you keep that table, eh? 

Jacx Srraw: I’m very sorry, madam, I dare say I mis- 
understood you. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Don’t you know English? 

Jack Srraw: Perfectly, madam. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I don’t know what they want to 
engage these dirty foreigners for, they make me sick. 

Erne: Mother, he can hear every word you say. 

PARKER- JENNINGS: T'wo coffees, and bring all the liqueurs 
you’ve got. 

Jacx Straw: Very well, sir, cigars or cigarettes? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: Bring some cigars, and none of your 


twopenny stinkers. Bring the most expensive cigars 
you've got. I’ll soon show them who I am. 

Jacx Straw: Very well, sir. [ Eocat. 

ETHEL: Mother, how could you be so brutal to poor Rosie. 
What has she done to you? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I wish you wouldn’t call me 
mother, Ethel. It sounds so common. Why don’t you 
call me mamma? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: Who’s ’is lordship talking to? 

VINCENT: Oh, that’s little Flossie Squaretoes. [Pll go and 
give her a look up in a minute. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I wish you were a little more like 
your brother, Ethel. He knows ’ow to live up to ’Is 
position. 

VINCENT: Aitches, mater, aitches, 
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Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, you always say I drop my 
aitches, Vincent. Well, if I do I can afford it. 

VINCENT: You’re wrong, mater, only the aristocracy can 
afford to drop their aitches. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, well, p’raps we shall be 
atistocracy one of these days, eh, Robert? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: You leave it to me, my dear. If money 
can do it. . . . I say, ’is lordship lapped up that ’ock of 
mine at luncheon, didn’t he? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I wish you could get out of that 
"abit of yours of always looking at what people eat and 
drink. And what if he did lap it up. You didn’t put it 
there for people to look at, did your 


VINCENT: I say, Ethel, you needn’t have turned your back on 
him all the time. 

EruHe.: I thought he drank too much. 

VINCENT: Your ideas are so beastly middle-class. You 
mustn’t expect a man like Serlo to do things like—like 
the people we used to know at... 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: That'll do, Vincent. We all know 
quite well where we used to live before your father’s poor 
uncle was taken, and you needn’t refer to it. [ETHEL 
shrugs her shoulders impatiently.| It seems to me that 
Vincent and I are the only ones of the family who know 
’ow to live up to our position. [Jack Straw comes up with 
the coffee and liqueurs. Another waiter hands round the cigars. 
SERLO rejoins them.] [Very affably.| Come and sit by me, 
Lord Serlo. Now what liqueurs will you ’ave? If there’s 
anything you fancy, you just ask for it. 


[Rosie gives a little sob. 


Lapy Wantey: Oh, my dear, don’t, don’t. You mustn’t 
mind. 

RostE: I feel so frightfully humiliated. She asked me to go to 
the hall whenever I felt inclined, and I thought she really 
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meant it. I never knew that I wasn’t wanted. It’s so 
awful to know that they only thought me horribly 
pushing. 

Assott: By Jove, I wish it had been one of the men. I 
should have liked to knock him down and stamp on him. 

Lapy WANLEY: My dear Lewis, how nice and unchristian of 
you! I always said you were just the right sort of saint 
for me. 

Mrs. WrrHers: Wouldn’t you like to come away now, my 
dear? 

Rostz: Oh yes, I feel I want to hide myself. 

Lapy WAN LEY: Good-bye darling, don’t take it too much to 
heart. [The Wirners, Assort, and Rosie shake hands with 
Ho.uaNnp and Lapy WANLEY, and go out.| Did you ever 
hear anything so fiendish? Oh, if I could only make that 
woman suffer as she’s made poor little Rosie suffer. 
[Suddenly Lapy WAN zy gets an idea. She leans forward.| 
Ambrose. 

Ho.ianp: What’s the matter? 

Lapy WANLEY: I’ve got it. 

Ho.uuanp: What d’you mean? 

Lapy Wan Ey: One of these days Mrs. Jennings will give 
her eyes not to have insulted that poor child. I’m going 
to give her a lesson that she'll never forget. 

Hotianp: She deserves pretty well anything that your 
feminine spite can suggest. 

Lapy Wan_zy: I can do nothing without you, Ambrose. 

Ho.ianp: Don’t ask me to do anything very disreputable. 

Lapy Wan tey: I’ve got her in the hollow of my hand, 
Ambrose. 

Ho.ianp: Well? 

Lapy Wan ey: Don’t you remember that story Adrian von 
Bremer told us about the attaché? Let’s try it on Mrs. 
Jennings. 
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HoLuanp: But... 

Lapy Wan ey: Oh, don’t make any objections. You must 
remember. He introduced his valet to a woman as a 
foreign nobleman of sorts. 

Hoiianp: I’m bound to say I thought it a very silly trick. 

Lapy WAN.Ey: I have no patience with you. Think how 
exactly the punishment fits the crime. What a triumph it 
would be if we got Mrs. Parker-Jennings to take to her 
bosom... 

Hotianp: Whore 

Lapy Wan Ey: Your friend the waiter. I’m sure he'll do it if 
you ask him. He’ll look upon it as an adventure. 

Hoxanp: I don’t think he’d do it. He’s an odd fellow. 

Lapy WanL_eEy: Oh, but ask him. There can be no harm in 
that. 

Ho.uanp: It’s all very well. But one has to consider the 
possible complications. 

Lapy WANLEyY: There can’t be any complications. We only 
want to punish an insolent snob who’s wantonly 
insulted a woman who never hurt a fly in her life. 


[Jack Straw comes up to their table. 
Jack Straw: Have you done with the Benedictine, sir? 
Lapy Wantey: Mr. Straw, will you do something for me? 
Jack Straw: Anything in the world, madam. 
Lapy Wantey: Mr. Holland tells me you’re a man of spirit. 
Jack Srraw: Pray tell Mr. Holland he’s a man of discern- 
ment. 
Lapy Wantey: Are you ready still for any adventure that 
comes your way? 
Jack Srraw: So long as I can do it with clean hands. 
Lapy WANLEy: Dear me. 
Jack Srraw: I daresay your ladyship thinks it odd that a 
waiter should have susceptibilities. 
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Ho.anp: Let me tell you at once that I highly disapprove of 
Lady Wanley’s idea. 

Jacx Srraw: Then pray let me hear it. You always dis- 
approve of everything that is not hopelessly common- 
place. 

Lapy Wan ey: You told us just now that you were only 
temporarily engaged here. 

Jack Straw: Quite right, madam. 

Lapy WANLEY: You see those people over there—two 
women and three men? 

Jack Srraw: The elder lady was so amiable as to call me a 
dirty foreigner. 

Lapy Wan ey: They’re the worst sort of parvenus. I think 
they’re the greatest snobs in London. I have a little 
grudge against them. 

Jack Straw: Yes? 

Lapy Wantey: [Siightly embarrassed.| 1 want to introduce 
you to them—as a foreign nobleman. 

Jack Srraw: [Giving her a searching look.| Why? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: [Load/y.] Waiter. 

Lapy Wantey: It would amuse me to see them fawn upon 
you. [A pause. 

Jacx Srraw: No, I’m afraid I can’t do that. 

Lapy Wan ey: [Frigid/y.] Then we'll say no more about it. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: [Loud/y.] Waiter. 

Jack Srraw: [Going to him.] Yes, sit. 

PARKER- JENNINGS: Why the devil don’t you hurry up. Pve 
called three times. 

Jack Srraw: [Blandly.] ?'m very sorry, sir. I was engaged at 
another table. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: You seem to think you can keep me 
waiting all day. I suppose that’s why you’re called a 
walter. 
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Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Robert, don’t make jokes with 
menials. 

PARKER- JENNINGS: I’ve got a good mind to report you to the 
management. 

ETHEL: Papa, he came as quickly as he could. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: This coffee’s disgusting. I don’t know 
what you make it out of. It tastes like ditchwater. 

Jack Srraw: I’m very sorry, sir. Let me get you some more. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: And look sharp about it, or you'll find 
yourself decorated with an order you don’t know in your 
country. 

Jacx Straw: I beg your pardon, sir? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: The order of the boot. 

VINCENT: I can’t think why they don’t have English waiters 
in a smart hotel like this instead of these damned 
foreigners. 

PARKER- JENNINGS: Now then, look slippy. 


[Jack Straw has fixed his eyes on Erne. She has been 
looking down. She gives him a glance. He takes the 
coffee things and gives them to another waiter. 


Erne: [Her voice trembling with indignation.| How can you 
talk like that to a man who can’t defend himself! It’s so 
cowardly to insult a servant who daren’t answer. 

Vincent: I should think not indeed. I should like to see any 
servant answer me. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You never ’ave leant ’ow to treat 
servants, Ethel. You always talk to them as if they was 
one of ourselves. I wish you could take a leaf out of 
Vincent’s book. Treat ’em like dirt, and they'll respect 
you. 


[Jack Srraw having given instructions to the waiter, goes 
to HOLLAND and Lapy WANLEY. 


Jack Straw: I’m willing to do what you asked me to. 
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Hotuanp: Why have you changed your mind? 


Jacx Srraw: To tell you the truth, I’m perfectly indifferent 
to the rudeness and the vulgarity of your friends, but I 
think I should like to know that young lady. 

HoLianp: Would you, by Jovel 

Jacx Srraw: When her father insulted me, the most 
ravishing colour came into her pale cheeks, and she 
looked at me with the most beautiful eyes in the world. 
And they were veiled with tears. 

Lapy WaNnL_Ey: And is that enough to make you change your 
mind? 

Hotuanp: Fortunately Mr. Straw is not in the habit of 
falling in love, or I should refuse to hear anything more 
of this cracked-brained scheme. 

Lapy WAN LEY: When will you be ready? 

Jack Straw: I’m ready now. It’s three o’clock, and Pierre is 
waiting in the basement to put on this uniform. 

Lapy WaNLEY: We couldn’t find a better place than this to 
effect an introduction. 

Jack Straw: Give me two minutes to change my clothes, 
and I am at your service. 

Lapy WANLEy: You have indeed an adventurous spirit. 

Jack Srraw: But I must make one condition—two, in fact. 

Lapy WANLEY: What are they? 

Jacx Straw: Well, although you have glided over the point 
with singular discretion, it is plain that you do not want 
me to assume a certain character merely in order to enjoy 
a ptivate snigger at the expense of these amiable people. 

Lapy Wan ey: I don’t think I know what you mean? 

Jack Straw: Madam, it is always dangerous to count too 
much on the stupidity of one’s fellows. We shall 
arrange this matter much better if you realise that I’m a 
person of some shrewdness. 
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Ho.ianp: Go on. 

Jack Straw: It is evident that you wish these good folk to 
take me to their bosom in order that you may have the 
opportunity of telling them one day that I’m merely an 
impostor. 

Lapy WantEy: I really hadn’t thought about that. 

Jack Srraw: I venture to suspect that you rate your 
intelligence too low. 

Lapy Wan ey: Well, what is your condition? 

Jacx Srraw: The position will be very humiliating to me. 
For all I know it may bring me into uncomfortable 
relations with the police. 

Hotuanp: I think the whole plan had better be dropped. It 
will lead to endless bother. 

Jack Straw: I have no wish to drop it. You want to 
revenge yourself on some people who have insulted you. 
I, for reasons of my own, am willing to help. But I make 
the condition that you do not disclose the truth till I give 
you leave. I promise not to withhold it unreasonably. 

Lapy Wan tey: I accept that. And the second condition? 


Jack Srraw: Is very easy. I insist that you should behave 
towards me, whether we’re alone or in public, as you 
naturally would if I were really the individual I propose 
to personate. 

Lapy Wan ey: That’s only fair. Now who can we suggest 
that you should be? 

HoLuaNb: You'd better try and invent some character who 
you’re quite sure doesn’t exist. 

Lapy WANLEY: We want something very extravagant and 
high-sounding. 

Jacx Srraw: Pray do not put yourselves to the trouble of 

_ thinking. You will introduce me to your friends as the 
Archduke Sebastian of Pomerania. 


Ho.ianpb: What! 
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Lapy WAN LEY: But that’s a real person! 

Jack Srraw: To invent an imaginary one would be 
ridiculous. Your friends would only need to look in the 
Almanach de Gotha to discover the fraud. 

Lapy WaNLEy: But Count von Bremer was talking to us 
about him just now. The Archduke Sebastian is the man 
who mysteriously disappeared. 

Jack Straw: It’s because his whereabouts are unknown that 
he’s the safest person to choose. 

Ho.iianp: You would never be able to pass yourself off for 
an Archduke. 

Jack Srraw: Strange as it may seem to you, a royal prince 
eats, drinks, breathes, and behaves generally very much 
like men of baser clay. 

Lapy WaNtey: You’d be found out in a week. 

Jacx Straw: But how do you know I’m not the Archduke 
Sebastian? 

Howuanp: [ With a scornful laugh.| You look it. 

Lapy WaNLEY: But you’d want a suite and all sorts of 
things. 

Jacx Straw: The man is notoriously eccentric. I think it 
very likely that the company of a stuffy old Colonel of 
Dragoons would bore him to death. 

HOLLanp: It’s preposterous. 

JACK Srraw: You may either take it or leave it. I will be the 
Archduke Sebastian or nobody. 

Lapy Wan tzy: After all, Mrs. Jennings will probably never 
have heard of this trumpery Archduke. 

jacx Srraw: And if she has, what more probable than that, 
having had enough of retirement, he should enter once 
more upon the position which is his by rights? 

Lapy Wantey: [Looking at HoLtLAND.] It makes the joke 
infinitely better. 

Jack Straw: You must make up your minds at once. 
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Lapy Wantey: Ambrose, let’s toss. Heads it is, and tails it 
isn’t. 

Ho uanp: All right. [He tosses a coin.| Tails. 

Lapy WAnzeY: I said, tails it is, didn’t I? . . . I’m willing to 
risk it. 

Jack Srraw: Give me two minutes. [He goes owt. 

HOotianp: Heaven only knows what will be the end of it. 

[LORD SERLO comes up to them. 


SERLO: Hello, Ambrose. How’s life? How d’ye do? 

Lapy WAN LEy: What have you been doing? 

SERLO: I’ve been lettin’ Jennings’ Patent Hardware stand me 
a lunch. My word, that old woman’s so vulgar she just 
about takes the roof of your head off. 

Hotianp: Why do you lunch with people you thoroughly 
despise? 

SERLO: Despise ’em! I don’t despise people who’ve got 
eighty thousand a year. They’re trying to hook me for 
their girl. 

Hoitianp: And ate you proposing to—throw yourself 
away? 

SERLO: She’s a very neat-steppin’ little filly—swallowed a 
poker in her childhood—regrettable accident in the 
nursery, don’t you know, but sound in wind and limb 
and all that sort of thing. 

Lapy Wan ey: I admire your romantic air. 

SERLO: Whoever talked of romance? There’s half a million 
down on one side and an old-established marquisate on 
the other. 

Hotianp: When is the happy event to take place? 

SERLO: Well, as soon as we can get over a triflin’ impediment. 

Lapy Wan tery: What’s that 

SERLO: Well, the filly’s kicking. Have to put a red ribbon on 
her tail, don’t you know. 
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Lapy Wan ey: She’s refusing the coronet you lay at her 
feet? 

SERLO: Won’t touch it with the fag end of a barge pole. I 
was sittin’ next to her at lunch, and she simply turned her 
back on me—no mistakin’ it, don’t you know. Wouldn’t 
let me get a word in edgeways. Mother’s all over me, 
father’s all over me, son’s all over me. What’s the good 
of that? Can’t marry them. Rotten, I call it. Came over 
here to have a bit of a rest. 

Lapy Wantey: [Laxghing.] And how d’you like Vincent. 

SERLO: Rotten bounder. Can’t stick him at any price, knows 
too many lords for me. When he’s my brother-in-law— 
hoof him out, don’t you know—double quick march. 
Pretty Polly’s all very well but I’m not takin’ her family. 
Can’t do it for half a million, don’t you know. Must be 
practical. 

[VINCENT comes up to them. 


VINCENT: How d’you do, Lady Wanley? I saw you driving 
with Lady Mary Ware yesterday. Such a nice girl, isn’t 
she? I suppose you know her brother Tregury, don’t 
your Great pal of mine at Oxford. 

Lapy WANLEy: He’s my second cousin, Mr. Jennings, and he 
pronounces his name Tregary. 

Vincent: Oh yes, of course. I always used to call him 
Tregury for fun. 

Lapy Wantey: Did your 

Ho.ianp: You have a very keen sense of humour. 

VINCENT: I was just having an argument with the mater as to 
what relation he was to the Duke of Sherwin. 

Lapy WANLEY: I’m afraid I haven’t your intimate knowledge 
of the peerage, but I should think the only relation 
they’ve had in common for the last two centuries is that 
lamented monarch, Charles II. 

VINCENT: [To SERLO.] Nice chap, Sherwin. 
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SERLO: Dunno him. 

Vincent: Don’t you? Not know Sherwin? I must intro- 
duce you to him. I’m sure he’d like to know you. 
Thorough sportsman. 

SERLO: Is he? 

VINCENT: Yes, rather. I saw him looking on at a cricket 
match the other day. Great pal of my governor’s, you 
know. Thorough English gentleman. 

SERLO: They’d get on well together. 

Lapy WaNLEy: [To HoLuanp.] Here is our friend. 


[Jack Straw comes in, hat and cane in hand. He wears a 
very smart suit, tail coat, grey trousers, CC. 


Jacx Srraw: I’m so sorry I couldn’t come to lunch with you. 


[He shakes Lapy WANLEY’s hand, she slightly curtsies to 
him. Mrs. JENNINGS nudges her husband, and they 
both stare with all their eyes. 


Lapy WANLEY: It’s very good of you to have come now, sir. 


Jacx Straw: Ah, my dear Holland, you are looking the 
picture of health. 

Hotanp: It’s very kind of you, sir. 

Lapy Wantezy: May I present Lord Serlo to you? 

Jack Straw: [Shaking hands with him.| How d’you do. I 
think your father was ambassador in Pomerania for some 
time. 

SERLO: Yes, he was. 

Hotuanp: [Sarprised.] How did you know that—sir? 

Jacx Srraw: I remember him quite well. He used to play 
with me when I was a little boy. I was so sorry to hear of 
his death. 

SzRLO: He wasn’t a bad old buffer. Kept me dooced short of 
cash, though. 
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Jack Srraw: [Gai/y.] But unless you introduce me to Lord 
Serlo he won’t know who on earth I am. 


Lapy Wan ey: I thought every one knew, at least by sight, 
the—Archduke Sebastian of Pomerania. 


Jacx Srraw: You talk of me as if I were a notorious char- 
acter. [Meanwhile Vincent has been making frantic signs to 
be introduced, coughing and shuffling on bis feet. JACK STRAW 
looks at him through his eyeglass.) Won't you present your 
friend to me? 

Lapy Wantgy: Mr. Vincent Parker-Jennings. 


VINCENT: I’m very proud and honoured to make your Royal 
Highness’s acquaintance. 


Jack Srraw: It’s very polite of you to say so. 


VINCENT: I’ve always had a great sympathy for Pomerania. 
Most wonderful country in Europe, that’s what I always 
say. 

Jacx Straw: I will tell my grandfather you think so. He 
will be pleased and flattered. 

VincENT: I haven’t ever been there, you know, sir. But I 
know all about it through Adrian von Bremer. 

Ho.wanp: [Hastily.| Your ambassador lives quite near Mr. 
Jennings. 

Jack Srraw: Oh yes. 

VINCENT: His place marches with ours, don’t you know. 
He’s a great pal of my people’s. Jolly old thing, isn’t he, 
sir? Thorough sportsman. That’s what I call a gentle- 
man. 

Jack Srraw: I seem to know your name so well. 

Lapy Wantey: Mr. Parker-Jennings is the great philan- 
thropist. He’s provided books to put in all Mr. 
Carnegie’s free libraries. 

Jack Srraw: What a noble act. I should very much like to 
make his acquaintance. 


ACT I JACK STRAW 217 


VINCENT: He’s sitting over there with my mother and sister. 
Shall I go and fetch him, sir? 
Jack Straw: It’s very kind of you to take so much trouble. 


Hoiianp: [To Jack Srraw én an undertone.) For goodness’ 
sake be careful. 


Jack Straw: [Putting up his eyeglass.| I beg your pardon, I 
did not catch what you said. . . . Pray repeat it. 


Hotuanp: [Embarrassed.| It was of no consequence, sir. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [To VINCENT.] Who is he, Vincent? 
I saw ’er curtsey to him. 

VINCENT: Come along, pater. He wants to be introduced to 
you. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I’m coming too, Vincent. 


Vincent: Awfully jolly chap. Archduke Sebastian. What 
ho! 


PARKER-JENNINGS: But look here, Vincent, I don’t know 
how to talk to Royalty. How shall I address him? 


VINCENT: Oh, that’s all right. Say Sir wherever you can slip 
it in and when you can’t say Royal Highness. 
[Jack StrAw comes forward a littl with LApyY WANLEY. 


Lapy WANLEY: This is Mrs. Parker-Jennings. 


Jack Srraw: [Shaking hands with her.| ’m delighted to make 
your acquaintance. [Turning fo PARKER-JENNINGS.] I 
have often heard of you, Mr.... Mr... 

Lapy Wantey: [Prompting.] Parker-Jennings. 

Jack Srraw: [With a relieved smile.| Mr. Parker-Jennings. 


I’m sure I wish we had in my country more men of your 
public spirit and disinterestedness. 


PARKER-JENNINGS: [Very nervously.| I try to do my little best, 
you know, sir, your Royal Highness. 


Jack Straw: Won’t you introduce me to your daughter? 
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PARKER-JENNINGS: I’m sure, sit, your Royal Highness is 
very affable. Ethell 


[ErHe. slowly comes forward and curtsies. He looks at 
her steadily, takes her hand and kisses it. 


VINCENT: [In an undertone.| What ho! 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 


THE SECOND ACT 


The drawing-room at Taverner, the PARKER-JENNINGS’ place 
in Cheshire. Windows lead out on to the garden. Mrs. 
PARKER-JENNINGS, magnificently dressed, is standing in the 
middle of the room. PARKER-JENNINGS comes in, rubbing 
bis hands. 


PARKER- JENNINGS: The band has come, my dear, and they’re 
ready to start playing the moment anyone turns up. 
Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: ’Ave you told ’em about the 

Pomeranian anthem? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: What do you think, my dear? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I wish you wouldn’t answer me 
like that. Why don’t you say yes or no? I can’t abide 
these city ways of yours. 

PARKER- JENNINGS: I was only being facetious, my dear. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I should ’ave thought you’d 
learned by now that it’s vulgar to be funny. You’ve 
never *eard a duchess make a joke, ’ave you? 


[VINCENT comes if. 


VINCENT: I’ve just been round the refreshment tents. 
There’s one thing, people can’t say we haven’t spread 
ourselves out. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: [Rubbing his hands.| I ’aven’t spared a 
single expense. The band’s down from London, and the 
refreshments are from Gunter’s. There’s not a cigar on 
the place that cost less than one and six—and that’s the 
wholesale price. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, we’ve done it well, there’s no 
denying that. I’ve asked the Withers, Robert. Florrie 
Withers will be mad with jealousy. I shouldn’t wonder 
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if she didn’t choke with envy when she swallowed a 
caviat sandwich. 


PARKER-JENNINGS: It was a rare stroke of business when we 
got the Archduke to come and stay. 


Vincent: That’s through me, pater. You’d never have 
known him if I hadn’t been on the spot. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: And I’ve asked Lady Wanley. I 
just want her to see that I can get on without her. All 
the county’s coming. I sent ’em all cards, whether I 
knew ’em or not, and they’ve all accepted. 


PARKER-JENNINGS: Don’t you remember, Marion, how 
bucked we were in the old days when Mrs. Bromsgrove 
came to dine with us, because her husband was on the 
L.C.C.? 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I wish she could see me now. 
D’you remember ’ow she used to patronise me? I wish 
all that stuck-up lot on Brixton "ill was here to see us 
?ob-nob with the aristocracy. 


PARKER- JENNINGS: It’s the Archduke that done it, my dear. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: What’s Serlo now? Marquis of 
Serlo—pooh. He isn’t going to get any more oppor- 
tunities from me—and if he says anything I'll just send 
him off with a flea in his ear. 

VINCENT: Draw it mild, mater. 


PARKER-JENNINGS: Your mother’s a great woman, Vincent. 
This is the day of her life. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I wish I ’adn’t been such a fool as 
to ask Serlo to stay here. And it’s just like that aggra- 
vating girl. When I wanted Ethel to marry him, she 
wouldn’t so much as look at him, and now that she can 
have some one else for the asking, she’s with ’im all 
day. 

Vincent: Well, I’m for the bird in the hand, mater. The 
Archduke don’t look much like a marrying man to me. 
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Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Don’t you worry about that, my 
dear. Every man’s a marrying man when he’s got a 
chance of a pretty girl with ’alf a million of money. 


PARKER- JENNINGS: Here she is. 
[ETHEL comes in with LORD SERLO. 


Erne: The Withers have just motored over, mother. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: They would be first, wouldn’t 
they? I expect Florrie Withers was waiting on the door- 
step till the clock struck four. Where’s his Royal 
Highness? 

Erue.: I don’t know at all. 

SERLO: He’s asleep in the garden; he’s sittin’ in the most 
comfortable arm-chair in the place, with another for 
each of his legs, and he’s clasping in his hands what looks 
suspiciously like a very long gin and soda to me. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, somebody must go and wake 
him up. I’ve asked ’alf the county to meet him, and he 
can’t go on sleeping. 

[Jack STRAW comes in. 

Jacx Straw: I say, what have you got a beastly band playing 
the Pomeranian anthem for? Woke me up. I was having 
such a jolly sleep too. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Very affably.] The people are just 
coming, sir. 

Jack Straw: What people? 


PARKER-JENNINGS: All the very best people in Cheshire, sir 
—no outsiders to-day. What hol 


Jacx Straw: Good lord, are you giving a party? 
Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Don’t you remember, sir? I asked 
if I might invite a few friends to meet you. 


Jacx Srraw: Oh, yes.—Lady Wanley and Holland. I 
thought we might have a jolly little game of bridge in the 
gatden? What have you got the village band in for? 
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VincENT: That’s not the village band, sir. That’s the Royal 
Blue Orchestra. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: Cost me {150 to have them down, 
Special train from London, and I don’t know what all. 

VINCENT: Shut up, pater. You needn’t tell everyone how 
much you paid for things. 

Jacx Srraw: How many do you expect? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh—only my most intimate 
friends—about . . . 

Jack Straw: Yes? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, about three hundred and 
fifty. 

Jack Srraw: By George, that’s cheerful. D’you want me 
to shake hands with them all? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: They’re the very best people in the 
county, sir. Créme de la créme. 


[A servant enters to announce Mr. and Mrs. WITHERS. 
They come in. 


SERVANT: Mr. and Mrs. Withers. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: How d’you do? It’s so nice of 
you to come before anyone else. 

Mrs. WITHERS: We know you’re not used to these grand 
affairs, Maria, and we thought you might want a couple 
of old friends to do something for you. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, thank you. But there are 
plenty of servants. May I introduce Mr. and Mrs. 
Withers to your Royal “Ighness. 

Jack Straw: How d’you do. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: We were just going into the 
garden. I daresay people will begin to come presently. 

[They all go out except Erne. and Lorp SERLO. 


SERLO: I say, I’m going to hook it to-morrow. 
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Eruex: Are you? I’m very sorry. 

SERLO: I wish I thought that. 

ETHEL: Why are you going so soon? 

SERLO: Your respected mother has given your humble 
notice to quit. 

ErHEL: What do you mean? 

SERLO: Look here, let’s be frank with one another, shall we? 

EruHe.: Aren’t we always? 

SERLO: Well, if you ask me point blank, anythin’ but. 

ETHEL: Then let us be frank at once. 


SERLO: Well, ten days ago your people were all over me. I 
suppose you know why as well as I do. 


Erne.: D’you think we need talk of that? 

SERLO: Frankness is rather tryin’, ain’t it? 

Erne: No. Please go on. 

SERLO: It was dear Lord Serlo all day long; they couldn’t 


have enough of me. Rippin’ good chap, Serlo. Just the 
sort of cove one would like to have for a son-in-law. 


Eruez: Lord Serlol 


SeRLo: Half a mo. I ain’t done yet. Eminently suitable 
match, and all that sort of thing, only the young lady 
couldn’t stick me at any price. 


Erne: I don’t know why you should say this. 


SERLO: Better have it out, you know; rotten, keepin’ things 
on your chest. Don’t blame the young lady. Don’t know 
that I should much fancy myself if I was a blushing 
damsel. Not everybody’s money. Got a bit damaged in 

‘ transit, eh, what? Been mixed up in one or two scandals. 
Not the right thing for an old-established marquess. Bit 
inclined to drink. No harm in him, you know, but not 
the sort of man you’d like to spend the rest of your life 
with. Young woman got a mind of her own. Lets the 
noble lord see she wouldn’t take him if he was given 
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away with a pound of tea. All right, says noble lord, 
bet’s off. Not much, says mother of young woman. Half 
a million goin’ beggin’. Give her time to get used to you. 
Fascinating cove really. More she knows you more she'll 
like you. Come down and stay in the country. 


Erxex: [With a Jaugh.|] How can you talk such nonsense! 


SERLO: All right, says noble lord, I’m on. Jolly nice girl, 
and all that sort of thing. Noble lord rather smit. Thinks 
if she'll have him he’ll turn over a new leaf—give up 
everythin’ rotten and try and make her a good husband. 
Rather taken with the idea of double harness. He may 
look a fool, but noble lord knows a good thing when he 
sees it, and the young lady’s about the best thing he’s 
ever set eyes on. 


ETHEL: Are you talking seriously by any chance? 


SERLO: Now don’t interrupt me. I’ve just got into a good 
steady canter, and I’ll get it all off my chest at once. 

ETHEL: I’m so sorry. 

SERLO: Well, when eligible marquess gets down in the 
country, what d’you think he finds? Blessed if there 
ain’t a foreign prince on the scene. My word, that’s 
enough to put the noble lord’s aristocratic nose right out 
of joint, ain’t it? Look here, old boy, you keep your 
weather eye open, and all that sort of thing, says the 
noble lord to himself. May be an ass, don’t you know, 
but when there’s a bloomin’ hurricane comin’ along he 
can see which way the wind is blowin’. Brother rather 
chilly, father rather chilly, mother regular iceberg. All 
right, says noble lord to himself, but what about Pretty 
Polly? 

Erne: Is that me by any chance? 


SERLO: For the last month Pretty Polly had been simply 
turnin’ her back on noble lord, snubbin’ him right and 
left, and all of a sudden she becomes extraordinary 
affable. Hulloa, what’s this, says noble lord, and his 
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little heart goes pit-a-pat. He may be a fool, but he ain’t 
a damned fool, and in a day or two he tumbles to it. So, 
like a wise man, he packs his bag and hooks it. 

Eruet: I don’t know what on earth you mean? 

SERLO: Don’t you? Well, will you have it straight from the 
shoulder? 

Erue.: We agreed to be quite frank. 

SERLO: All right. No spoof. My dear, I just saw that you 
were fairly knocked silly by the Archduke, and there 
wasn’t a ghost of a chance for little Ned Serlo. 

Eruet: It’s not true. 

SERLO: Oh, yes, it is. You see, I’m a bit knocked silly 
myself, and that makes you precious far-sighted. 

ETHEL: You! 

Serzo: All right, you needn’t get up on your hind legs. I’m 
not goin’ to propose to you now. I know it would be no 
precious good. At first I didn’t care twopence; it was 
just a business arrangement—half a million down on one 
side and an old-established marquisate on the other. But 
now. ... Well, you know I’m rather an ass at saying 
what ] mean—when I really mean it. 

Erue.: I’m very sorry. I’m afraid ve been unkind to you. 

SERLO: Oh, no, you haven’t. I do seem a rotten little 
bounder, don’t I? 

ErHeEt: No, I think you might be an awfully good friend. 

SERLO: It’s jolly of you to say so. You know, I can’t stick 
your family. Can your 

ETHEL: [Swiling.] You see, I knew them before they were 
rich. When you’ve lived all your life in a sordid narrow 
way, it’s very hard to have such enormous wealth as 
ours. 

SErLo: You make allowances for them, but you never did 
for me. 

ErHe: It would have been very impertinent of me. 
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Serio: It never struck you that it’s devilish hard to be a 
marquess with no means of livelihood but your title. 
And the worst of a title is that it'll get you plenty of 
credit, but dooced little hard cash. 

Erue.: I never thought of that. 

SERLO: Well, look here, what I wanted to say is this: it’s no 
business of mine about the Archduke. You know, I 
don’t know much about royalty, but I don’t think a 
foreign prince is likely to marry the daughter of nobody 
in particular just because she’s got nice eyes and a pot 
of money. [ETHEL 7s about to speak.| No, let me go on. 
You may be going to have a rotten time, and I just want 
you to know that if at any time you want me—well, you 
know what I mean, don’t you. Let’s forget that you’re 
an heiress, and I’m an old-established marquess. You’re 
an awfully ripping sort, and I’m just Ned Serlo. I’m 
not a bad sort either, and perhaps we might be happy 
together. 

Erne: [Touched.| It’s very charming of you. I’m so glad 
that I know you better now. Whatever happens I know 
I can count on you. 

SERLO: That’s all right then. Meanwhile noble lord’s goin’ 
to hook it—leave the coast clear, and bear it like a man, 
don’t you know. 

[Enter JACK StRAW. 

Jack Straw: Well, how are the weather and the crops? 

SERLO: [Rather surprised.| Blessed if I know, sir. 


Jack Straw: I merely asked because you looked as if you’d 
been discussing them. 


[He gives SERLO a glance. SERLO shows no sign of moving. 
Jack Srraw: I’m not driving you away, am I? 


SERLO: [Getting up.] Not at all, sir. I thought ’d go and 
have a look at the party. 


Jack Straw: Do go and pretend you’re me, there’s a good 
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fellow, and shake hands with some of those confounded 
people. You'll see where I ought to stand, because 
there’s a little piece of red carpet on the lawn. 

SERLO: I’m afraid they’re not takin’ any of me, sir. [Exzz. 

Jack Srraw: The only advantage I’ve ever been able to find 
in being a royal personage is that when anybody’s in your 
way you just tell him to go, and he goes. 

Erne: Why did you want Lord Serlo to go, sir? 

Jack Srraw: Because I wanted to be alone with you. Ask 
me another, quickly. 

Eruet: Oughtn’t I to help mother to receive people? 

Jack Srraw: I’m sure you ought. But, you see, that’s 
another advantage of being a royal personage, that you 
can’t go till I give you your dismissal. I say, don’t you 
hate parties? 

Eruev: Dreadfully. 

Jack Srraw: So do I. Let’s pretend there isn’t one, shall 
we? I say, why don’t you sit down and make yourself 
comfy? 

ETHEL: I should like to have a little talk with you, sir. 

Jack Srraw: That’s jolly. I wish we had a regiment of 
soldiers there to turn all those people out. 

ErHEL: May I say anything I like to you, sir? 

Jacx Srraw: Good heavens, why not? 

Erne: Until I was sixteen the most exalted person I’d ever 
met in my life was a London County Councillor. ’'m not 
quite sure if I know how to behave with royal personages. 

Jack Straw: Why on earth don’t you buy a book on 
etiquette? I always carry one about with me. 

Erne: Mother bought several when you said you’d come 
down. 

Jack Srraw: I wonder if she’s got the same as mine. You 
know I never can remember to call a serviette a napkin. 

Q 


228 JACK STRAW ACT II 


ErHe.: Mamma’s very particular about that. 


Jacx Srraw: And look here, d’you know that you ought 
never to call a chicken a fowl? It’s awfully bad form. I 
wonder if that’s in your mother’s books. I say, what 
charming eyes you have. 


Erne: That’s another of the advantages of being a royal 
personage, that you can make pretty speeches, and no 
one takes them seriously. 

Jack Srraw: But you know, I’m a very insignificant royal 
personage. You mustn’t think I’m anything very grand 
really. 

Erne : It’s very nice of you to say so. 

Jack Straw: You see, there are seventy-nine archdukes and 
duchesses in Pomerania, My grandfather had seventeen 
children, and they all married. How many children 
would each have had to make seventy-nine of us? 

Erne: It sounds very difficult. 

Jack Straw: But you see I can’t be very important, can I? 
And of course I’ve got practically no money to speak of. 


ETHEL: It’s very good of you to put me at my ease. Then 
you won’t mind if I say exactly what I want tor 


Jack Straw: You won’t give me good advice, will you? I’ve 
got seventy-nine relations, and they all do that. 


Erne: I wouldn’t venture. 


Jack Srraw: I'll bear whatever else you say with fortitude. 
We'll pretend that you’re just Miss So-and-So. 


Eruet: As in point of fact, I am. 
Jack Straw: And that ’m—Jack Straw. 
Erne: [Surprised.] Why on earth Jack Straw? 


Jacx Straw: [Indifferently.] It’s the name of a public-house 
in Hampstead. Pray go on. 


Eruet: I wondered if you’d do me a great favour. 
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Jack Straw: Ask me for the moon, and it shall be left at 
your front door by Carter Paterson to-morrow morning. 


ETHEL: It’s something much simpler than that. 

Jacx Srraw: Put me out of suspense quickly. 

Erne: I should be very much obliged if—if you’d go 
away. 

Jack Srraw: [Much surprised.| I? Now? 


Erue: I didn’t mean actually this minute. But if it suited 
your arrangements to go to-morrow. . . 


Jacx Srraw: You don’t mean to say you want me to go 
away altogether? 


ErHE.: That is precisely what I did mean. 


Jack Straw: Couldn’t you ask me something easier than 
that? Ask me for a lawyer who never told a lie, and Pll 
deliver him to you, bound hand and foot. 


Erue.: I don’t happen to want one just at this moment, 
thank you. 


Jack Srraw: But I’m having a very jolly time down here. 
Erue.: [With a change of tone.| Don’t you see that you’re 
exposing me every day to the most cruel humiliation? 

Jack Srraw: I thought I was making myself so pleasant. 

ETHEL: Oh, don’t pretend you don’t understand. I’ve seen 
the twinkle in your eyes when my mother set a little trap 
for you to fall in. 

Jack Straw: I always fell in very neatly. 

ErHEL: But what do you think I felt when I knew how 
clearly you saw that she was throwing me at your head? 

Jacx Straw: It’s a distinctly pleasing sensation to have a 
pretty girl thrown at your head. 

ErHe.: It was only a joke to you; you don’t know how 
ashamed I was. 


Jacx Srraw: But why do you suppose I came down to 
Taverner—to see your father and mother? 
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Ere: I don’t know why you came—unless it was tomake 
me desperately wretched. 

Jack Straw: What would you say if I told you that I came 
because I loved you at first sight? 

Erne: I should say that your Royal Highness was very 
polite. 

Jack Srraw: Now, look here, don’t you think I’m rather 
nice, really? 

Eruen: It would surely be very impertinent of me to have 
any opinion on the subject. 

Jacx Srraw: Our friend Serlo would describe that as one 
in the eye. 

ErHet: Would you allow me to go back to my mother’s 
guests, sir? 

Jacx Srraw: [Imperturbably.] Do you think you’d like me 
any better if I weren’t an Archduke? 

ErHeE.: I haven’t thought about it. 

Jack Srraw: Then please give the matter your immediate 
attention. 

Erue.: I should certainly like you no less. 

Jack Srraw: I have no doubt that if I were just a penniless 
adventurer you’d simply dote upon me. 

Erue.: I don’t know if I’d put it quite so strongly as that. 

Jack Straw: You know, [’m afraid you’re hopelessly 
romantic. You’ve confessed your attachment to me, and 
just because I happen incautiously to have chosen an 
Emperor for my grandfather, you want me to go away. 
It’s so unreasonable. 

Eruex: But I haven’t confessed anything of the sort. 


Jack Srraw: I look upon your request that I should go 
away as equivalent to an avowal of undying passion. 


Eruet: Shall I tell you what I would say to you if you 
weren't an Archduke? 
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Jack Straw: Yes. 
Eruex: I’d say you were the most audacious, impudent, and 
impertinent man I’d ever seen in my life. 


[She gives a rapid, ironical curtsey, and goes out. He is 

_ about to follow ber when Lavy Wantey and 

HOLLAND come in. Jack Straw stops and shakes 
hands with them. 


Jacx Straw: Ah, I was hoping to have the pleasure of 
seeing you. You wrote me a little note, Mr. Holland. 


Hoxanp: [Ironically.] I ventured to ask if I might have @ 
few minutes’ private conversation with you. 

Jack Straw: Perhaps you wouldn’t mind waiting here. I 
will rejoin you immediately. [He goes out. 

HOo.ianp: You know, he positively freezes me. 


Lavy Wanzey: I think it’s wonderful. One couldn’t suspect 
for a moment that he’s only. .. . 


Ho.uanp: Take care. [He looks rouna. 


Lapy Wantezy: No one will come here. We can talk quite 
safely. 


Ho.ianp: I wish to goodness we hadn’t ever thought of 
this fool trick. I knew it would lead to all sorts of 
bother. 


Lapy Wantzy: It’s no good saying that now. We must keep 
our heads and get out of it as best we can. 


Ho.tianp: What are you going to do? 


Lapy WANLEy: Oh, that’s just like a man. You're trying to 
put the whole blame on me. What are you going to do? 


Ho t.anp: Well, we must finish with it as quickly as we can. 


Lapy WANLEy: Whatever happens, there must be no scene. 
I couldn’t bear to see him publicly humiliated. 


Hotianp: Why on earth should you think of him? 
Lapy Wan Ey: Oh, I’m such a fool, Ambrose. 
Ho.ianp: My dear, what do you mean? 
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Lapy Wantey: After all, ’m not a girl— I’m the mother 
of two healthy boys with enormous appetites. I think 
the man has bewitched me. 

Hotianp: Good Lord! 

Lapy WANLEY: It’s no good saying that. Of course he’s the 
most fascinating creature I’ve ever seen in my life. 

HOLLAND: Ypu don’t mean to say you’re seriously in love 
with him? 

Lapy Wantey: A widow with a sense of humour is never 
seriously in love with anybody. 

Ho.ianp: Well? 

Lapy WANtey: But I think it’s much better the young man 
should disappear as mysteriously as he came. 

Hotuanp: There we’re quite agreed. And we'll tell him 
so with considerable frankness. 

[Enter Jack STRAW. 


Jacx Srraw: Now, my dear people, I am at your service. 
[HOLLAND and Lapy WANLEY are sitting down. JACK 
Srraw Jooks at HOLLAND, who rises uneasily. 
Ho ianp: Oh, don’t be such an ass, Jack. 
jack Straw: [Frigidly.] I beg your pardon. [Pause.] Perhaps 
you'd be good enough to put down my hat. 
[HoLLAND fakes it and flings it crossly on a chair. 


Jack Srraw: I don’t think you’re in a very good humour 
this afternoon, Mr. Holland. I venture to think your 
manners leave something to be desired. 

Hoiianp: Look hete, we’ve had enough of this tomfoolery. 

Jack Straw: Pray sit down. It distresses me to see you 
standing. 

Ho.tuanp: I believe the man’s out of his senses. 

Lapy Wantey: [Very amiably.| Have you forgotten the 
waiter’s uniform which fitted you so wonderfully, Mr. 
Straw? 
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Jack Straw: [Ca/m/y.] Quite. I only remember the con- 
dition your ladyship was good enough to agree to, when 
I accepted your humorous suggestion. 

Hotianp: But, look here, we must talk the matter out. 

Jack Srraw: I am quite willing to listen to you, my dear 
Holland. Your conversation is often interesting and 
sometimes epigrammatic. I stipulate only that you 
should use those forms of politeness which are usual 
between a person of your position and a person of mine. 

HOo.ano: I should never have consented to this folly if I’d 
known to what it was going to lead. In a moment of 
uncontrollable irritation, because Mrs. Jennings had 
behaved with the greatest insolence to a defenceless girl, 
we made up our minds to punish her. There was no 
great harm in it. We thought perhaps she’d ask you to 
dinner, and there would be an end of it. It never dawned 
on us that you’d come and stay here indefinitely. 

Jacx Straw: My dear fellow, why should you blame me for 
your own lack of intelligence? 

Houuanp: [Impatiently.| Ugh! 

[Jack Srraw goes over and sits beside LADY WANLEY. 


Jack Srraw: Our friend is quite incoherent, isn’t her 

Lapy WaANLEy: We want you to go away, sit. 

Jack Straw: Do you? I say, what a jolly frock. Where did 
you get it? 

Lapy Wantey: [With a little laugh, disarmed by his impudence.] 
You’re perfectly irresistible. 

Jack Srraw: You’ve taken the words out of my mouth, 
that’s just what I was going to say to you. 

Lapy Wantey: Are you ever serious? 

Jack Straw: Always when I’m talking to a pretty woman. 

Lapy Wantezy: I wish I could understand you. 


Jacx Srraw: My dear lady, I’ve been trying to understand 
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myself for the last thirty odd years. By the way, how oid 
am I, Holland? 


Ho.tianp: How the deuce should I know? 

Jacx Srraw: Well, my dear fellow, I think it’s very careless 
of you. You might have looked it out. Supposing some 
one had asked me my age? 

Lapy Wan tzy: I wish you really were a royal personage. 


Jack Srraw: It does seem hard that a waiter should have 
such a way with him, doesn’t it? 


Lavy WANLEY. [Conjidentially.| Who ate you teally? 


Jack Srraw: Your devoted servant, madam. Who could 
be anything else after knowing you for ten minutes? 


Lapy Wan tey: It’s charming of you to say so. 

Jack Srraw: I am very nice, aren’t IP 

Lapy Wantey: Much too nice. That is why I beseech your 
Royal Highness graciously to take his departure. 

Jacx Srraw: You know, you haven’t yet told me where 
you got that frock. 

Lapy Wantzy: Oh, I bought it in Paris. Do you like it? 

Jack Srravw: It’s ripping. And it suits you admirably. 

Ho .uanp: Isabel, Isabel, we came here to be sensible. 

Lapy Wantey: My dear Ambrose, let me be sensible in my 
own way. 

Jack Straw: Oh, my dear Holland, I wonder if you’d very 
much mind going to see if my red carpet is still in its 
place. 


Ho.uanp: I’m not going to be made a fool of by you, my 
friend. 
Jack Srraw: Why not? You’re doing it very well. 


Lapy WANLEY: Don’t be piggy, Ambrose. 

Ho.tianp: What on earth do you want me to do? 

Lapy WANLEY: I’m simply dying of thirst. I wish you’d get 
me a glass of lemonade. 
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Ho.Lianp: I have no intention whatever of stirring from 
this spot. 

Jack Srraw: I’ve been wondering for the last week what I 
should do if I signified his dismissal to anyone, and he 
flatly refused to go. Very awkward, isn’t it? 

Lapy Wantey: Mahomet and the mountain isn’t in it. 

Jacx Srraw: Of course a hundred years ago I’d have cast 
him into a dungeon. But, between ourselves, I don’t 
happen to have a dungeon handy. 

Ho.ianp: Now look here, we’ve had enough of this non- 
sense. The joke has gone far enough. Are you going 
or not? 

Jack Srraw: Well, if you ask me point blank, I’m not. 

Ho.ianp: But don’t you know that I have only to say two 
wotds for you to be kicked out of the house by the 
servants? 

Jacx Srraw: You forget that you’d be undoubtedly kicked 
out with me. 

Ho.tianp: Now look here, Jack, we’ve been old pals, and 
we've gone through a deuce of a lot together. I don’t 
want to say beastly things to you. I know P’ve made a 
fool of myself, but you’re a decent chap. You must see 
that it’s necessary for you to go at once. 

Jacx Srraw: I cannot for the life of me see anything of the 
sort. I have no other engagements, and the country is 
charming at this time of year. 

HoLuanp: You’re behaving like a common imposter. 


Jacx Srraw: What language to use to a royal personage! 
I assure you we’re not used to such frankness. 

Hotianp: Do you deliberately refuse to go? 

Jack Srraw: Deliberately. 

Houianp: And shall I tell you why? 

Jack Srraw: I happen to know, thank you. 
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Ho.uanp: You're going to commit the most disgraceful 
action of your life. Do you think anyone can’t see that 
you're madly in love with Ethel Jennings? 

Lapy Wan.ey: [Springing to her feet.] Is that true? 

Jack Straw: Quite. 

Lapy WANLEY: Then why have you been flirting with me 
so disgracefully? 

Jack Srraw: I assure you I had no intention of doing so. 
It must be my unfortunate manner. 

Lapy Wanzgy: It’s an unfortunate manner that’s quite likely 
to get you into trouble with widow ladies. 

Jacx Srraw: In that case you can only applaud my deter- 
mination to marry as quickly as possible. 

Ho.ianp: Not Ethel Jennings? 

Lapy WANLEy: You must be joking? 

Jack Straw: My dear madam, when I make a joke I always 
laugh quickly, so that there should be no doubt about it. 

Ho.ianp: It’s preposterous. I shall allow you to do nothing 
of the sort. 

Jack Srraw: My dear fellow, what is the use of getting 
violently excited about it? More especially as I haven’t 
yet proposed to the young lady. 

Ho.uanp: I think you must be stark staring mad. You don’t 
suppose for a moment that we shall allow you to carry 
out such an odious deception. I can’t imagine how you 
can even think of anything so heartless and cruel. 

Lavy WANLEy: It’s going too far. You must understand 
that it’s impossible. I beseech you to leave Taverner 
immediately. 

Jack Srraw: It drives me to distraction that I should have 
to refuse your smallest whim, but in this matter [27% 2 
Gramatic flourish| 1 am adamant. 

Houianp: Now, look here, we’ve talked about it enough. 
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Bither you leave this place immediately or I shall tell 
Mrs. Jennings the whole story. 

Jack Srraw: It is only fair to give you that satisfaction. 
That was part of our arrangement. 

Ho.uanp: You realise the consequences? 

Jacx Srraw: [Very amiably.] I did that before I entered into 
your scheme. 

HoLuaNp: You leave me no alternative. 

Jack Srratv: My dear Holland, I really believe you’re rather 
nervous about the disclosure which it is evidently your 
duty to make. 

Ho.ianp: For your own sake I ask you once more: will 
you give me your word of honour to leave the house and 
under no circumstances communicate with any member 
of the family? 

Jack Srraw: It’s charming of you to give me one more 
chance. I can only repeat that I am deeply in love with 
Ethel, and I have every intention of marrying her. 

Hotianp: Your blood be upon your own head. 

Jack Straw: If I perish, I perish. 

[HOLLAND goes to the door. 

Lapy WaNLEy: No, Ambrose, I beseech you not to. 

Hotianp: Good heavens, the whole thing was done so that 
you might have an opportunity to crow over Mrs. 
Jennings. Now you’re going to have it. 

Lapy Wantzy: But I don’t want it any more. It was a 
foolish thing. Let him go quietly. 

Ho.uanp: But, you see, he won’t go. 

[Enter Mr. and Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, your Royal ‘Ighness, we’ve 
been looking for you everywhere. Wecouldn’t make out 
what ’ad become of you. 

Parxer-JENNINGS: All the county is there. Crime de la 
creme. [VINCENT comes in hurriedly. 
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Vincent: I say, mater, what on earth are you doing? Hurry 
up, the duchess has just driven up. . . . Oh, I beg your 
pardon, sir. I didn’t know you were there. 


Ho.ianp: Vincent, go and fetch your sister. I have some- 
thing important to say that it is necessary for her to 
hear. 


VINCENT: But look here, the duchess has just .. . 
Ho.ianp: Oh, hang the duchess. Where’s Ethel? 
VINCENT: She’s sitting just outside, talking to Serlo. 
Ho.ianp: Then call her. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Looking round with astonishment.| 
As anythin’ ’appened? 


[VINCENT goes out, and in a moment returns with ETHEL 
and SERLO. 


Lavy Wan ey: [To HoLLanp.] Ambrose, be gentle. 


PARKER-JENNINGS: Your Royal Highness isn’t put out about 
anything? 

Mrs. ParKER-JENNINGS: [Ovxick/y.| Oh, I ’ope we ’aven’t 
made any faux pas. 

Jacx Srraw: Nothing has happened to displease me. I’m 
in the best possible humour, thank you. 

Hoiuanp: [Seeing ErHey.] Oh, there you are. [Addressing 
himself to the company in general.| I have something very 
painful to say, and I don’t know how I’m going to make 
it clear to you. 

SERLO: I say, is this any business of mine? Shall I hook it? 

Jack Srraw: Oh no, pray stay by all means. 

Lapy Wantezy: [To Jack Srraw.] Haven’t you changed 
your mind, sir? 

Jack Srraw: I’m like a historical character whose name I 
can’t remember at the moment. I never change my 
mind. 
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Houianp: Mts. Jennings, I’m afraid there’s no use in my 
trying to excuse myself. I had better just tell you every- 
thing as shortly as I can. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Mr. Holland, don’t you think it 
can wait till later? The duchess ’as just come, and it'll 
look so funny if I’m not there to receive her. 

Jacx Srraw: Mr. Holland has a communication to make 
which cannot fail to interest you. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, of course, if it’s your Royal 
"Ighness’s wish. 

Ho.uanp: I daresay you remember that a fortnight ago we 
all met at the Grand Babylon Hotel. 

Mrs, PARKER- JENNINGS: How could I forget, when that was 

- the auspicious occasion of my introduction to his Royal 
*Ighness. 

Lapy Waniey: Ambrose. 

Ho.ianp: You may remember, also, that Mr. and Mrs. 
Abbott were sitting with us in the lounge. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I ’ave other things to do than to 
remember where Mr. and Mrs. Abbott were sitting. 


Ho..anp: I daresay you’ve forgotten that you behaved very 
cruelly to her. We were all very indignant. We thought 
it necessary to punish you. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Really, Mr. Holland, I don’t know 
who you think you’re talking to. 

Ho.uanp: I find it very difficult to say what I have to—I 
realise now that the whole business has been prepos- 
terously silly—I can manage far better if you don’t 
interrupt. 

Jack Srraw: Please let him go on, Mrs. Jennings. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, of course, if your Royal 
*"Ighness wishes it I ’ave no more to say. 

Ho..anp: It struck me that it would be amusing to pass off 

a nobody as a person of great consequence. I had just 
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recognised one of the waiters as an old friend of mine. 
I introduced him to you as the Archduke Sebastian of 
Pomerania. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: What! Then. ..? 


[She és at a loss for words. SERLO goes into a shout of 
laughter. The next four speeches are said very quickly, 
almost simultaneously. 


SzRLO: What a sell! By George, what a selll 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: [Going up to Jack StrAw.] Do you 
mean to say you’re not... . 

Vincent: I thought I knew his face the moment I saw him, 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Speak, man, speak. 

Jack Straw: [With the greatest urbanity.| Madam, I stepped 
out of the uniform of a waiter at the Grand Babylon 


Hotel into the sober garb of the person you now see 
before you. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Then you’re nothing short of an 
impostor. Oh! Oh! Now then, Jennings, you’re a man. 
Do something. 


PARKER- JENNINGS: And he’s been lappin’ up my best cham- 
pagne lunch and dinner for a week. 


‘Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, damn your champagne. 
VINCENT: Mater! 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, you fool, you fool! You’ve 
’ad the education. You’ve been to Oxford, and we gave 
you four thousand a year. Didn’t you learn enough to 
tell the difference between an archduke and a waiter? 


VINCENT: Serlo didn’t spot him. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Who’s Serlo? Fine marquess he is 
—spends all his time with stable boys and barmaids. 
How do I know he is a marquess? 
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Serio: Don’t mind me, will you? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Is there no one who can do some- 
thing? And that man stands there as if he didn’t care a 
ball of worsted. Don’t you be too sure, my young 
friend. It’s your Royal "Ighness this, and you Royal 
*Ighness that. And we had to call you sir. Waiter, ’alf 
a pint of bitter, and look sharp about it. 


ErxHet: Mother! 


Mrs, PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, don’t talk to me. [To Jack 
Srraw.] Well, what have you got to say? 


Jack Straw: My dear lady, you’re so voluble, it would be 
difficult for me to get a word in edgeways. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, I’m listening. 

Jacx Srraw: Ah, there you have me, for in point of fact I 
can think of no appropriate observation. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: And you’re been laughing at me 
all the time, ’ave you? Well, you’re going to laugh on 
the other side of your face now, young feller-my-lad. 


Jacx Srraw: I shall be interested to see how one performs 
that very curious operation. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, shall I tell you who’ll show 
you? 

Jacx Straw: Yes, do. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: The police, my lad, the police. 

Jack Straw: I wouldn’t send for them if I were you. 

Mrs, PARKER-JENNINGS: Wouldn’t your 

Jack Srraw: I wouldn’t really. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, I would. 


Jack Straw: Don’t you think it'll be a little awkward with 
all these people here? 


VINCENT: We can’t have a scene now, mater. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: D’you mean to say I’ve got to sit 
still and lump it? 


242 JACK STRAW ACT 


Jack Srraw: If you ask my advice, that is what I should 
recommend. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: All the county’s here, Maria. Créme de 
la créme. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, I wish they were all dead. I 
know why they come here. D’you think I don’t know 
that they call me a vulgar old woman behind my back? 
But they come all the same because I’ve got two millions 
of money. I’m so rich that they can’t ’elp coming. 

Jack Straw: You know, I don’t want to seem stuck up, 
but in point of fact they’ve come to-day to meet me. 
Don’t you think I'd better go and make myself amiable 
to them? 

HoLianp: You don’t mean to say you’re going back to 
them? 

Jacx Srraw: Why not? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: ’Ave I got to introduce you to 
the duchess? 

Jack Srraw: I’m afraid she’ll make a point of it. Even 
duchesses have a weakness for royal personages. 


Mrs. ParKER-JENNINGS: If she ever finds out! 


Jack Straw: The situation is not without an element of 
humour. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, upon my soul, you ’ave got 
a cheek! 

Jack Straw: The motto on my coat of arms is audacity. 
Only we put it in Latin because it sounds better. 

VINCENT: Your coat of arms, I like that. 

Jack Straw: My dear fellow, I have no doubt it is as 
authentic as yours. 

Mrs, PARKER-JENNINGS: And do you mean to say I’ve got 
to pretend I don’t know anything? 


Jacx Srraw: I think it’s the only thing to do. 
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Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I can never do it. I shall never 
’old up my ’ead again. 

Jack Srraw: Come. I am convinced that the duchess is 
growing restive. I will murmur a few soft nothings in 
her ear. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, well, I suppose the only thing 
is to risk it. But you just wait, young man, you wait. 
Jack Srraw: I think I can promise you that no one here 

will—blow the gaff. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Upon my soul, you talk as if I was 
the criminal. 

[She starts and stops suddenly with a cry. 


HoLianp: What’s the matter? 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: Oh, it give me such a turn. What’s 
to be done now? The Count. 

Ho.uianp: How d’you mean? 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: I’d forgotten all about him. Count 
von Bremer is coming. 

Jacx Straw: Who the deuce is he? 

Hou.anp: He’s your ambassador. 

Jack Straw: Of course, how stupid of me! 


Lapy WanLEy: [With a little scornful smile.) But he won't 
come. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Don’t you make too sure about 
that. He’s coming right enough. The British aristocracy 
was quite willing to ’ob-nob with the Parker-Jennings, 
but this dirty foreigner wouldn’t be seen in the same 
street with us. And you all sniggered up your sleeves, 
because you thought you was getting a bit of your own 
back. But I’ve got ’im to-day, and I was going to fling 
him in your faces. I wrote ’im a personal letter—as if 
I’d known him all my life—and said... 


Jack Straw: Well? 
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Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: And said ’is Royal "Ighness par- 
ticularly wished him to come. I sent the letter by one 
of the footmen this morning. 

Jack Straw: By Jovel 


Hotxianp: Well, they mustn’t meet. You must say that the 
Archduke has been seized with sudden indisposition. 


Mrs. PaRKER- JENNINGS: Everyone knows he was quite well 
half an hour ago. 

Lapy WAN LEY: Besides, Count von Bremer would probably 
insist on seeing him. It must have come as a great 
surprise that the Archduke Sebastian had turned up. 


Jack Straw: My dear people, don’t put yourselves out. If 
Count von Bremer has come here to see me, it would be 
manifestly most discourteous to rob him of that 
pleasure. 

Ho.tanp: I think you’re quite mad, Jack. 


Jacx Srraw: Unless I’m greatly mistaken, Count von 
Bremer has excessively bad sight. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You don’t mean to say you’re 
going to meet ’im face to face? 


Jack Srraw: Remember that there are eighty-one Arch- 
dukes in Pomerania. 


ETHEL: You told me seventy-nine a little while ago. 


Jack Srraw: I have since seen in the paper that the Arch- 
duchess Anastasia has had twins, which makes eighty- 
one. What more probable than that the Ambassador has 
never seen the Archduke Sebastian? 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS. Oh, but what a risk to take. It’s 
enough to turn my false ’air grey. 


Jacx Srraw: In any case, he can’t have set eyes on him for 
four years, because nobody has. 


Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: I suppose it ’asn’t struck you that 
he may talk to you in Pomeranian. 
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Jacx Srraw: Have you ever met a waiter who couldn’t 
discourse fluently in seven languages at least? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Does that mean you can talk the 
Count’s beastly language? 


Jacx Srraw: Like a beastly native, madam. But I may 
suggest to you that there will be no need, since if I 
address the Count in English it would be the height of 
discourtesy for him to answer in any other tongue. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, of all the cheek I’ve ever 
come across in my life, you just about take the cake. 


Ho.anp: But look here, I remember seeing the Archduke 
described as a very handsome man. 


Jack Straw: Spare my blushes, dear friend. We are as like 
as two peas. 
[Mrs. WITHERS comes in, 


Mrs. WitrHers. Maria, the Count is looking for you every- 
where. [Seeing JACK SrrAw.] Oh, I beg your pardon, sir. 


Jack Straw: Not at all. 
Mrs. WirHERS: He’s just coming along with Mr. Withers. 
Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [In an aside to JacK Straw.] Try 
and behave like a gentleman. 
[Enter Count ADRIAN VON BREMER and WITHERS. 


Jack Straw: My dear Count! 

Count: This is a welcome surprise, sir. 

Jack Straw: You know my hostess? 

Count: [Shaking hands with Mrs. PaARKER-JENNINGS.] How 
do you do? 

Jacx Straw: It is many years since we met. 

Count: I should have never recognised you, sir. 

Jack Srraw: I expect I had a moustache when you last 
saw me. 

Count: That changes a face so much. And then I am so 
blind nowadays. 
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Jack Straw: I daresay you have later news of the Emperor 
than I. 

Count: It will be a great pleasure to His Majesty to know 
that you are in England, sir. I have ventured to telegraph 
to him. 

Jack Straw: Have you, by Jovel 

Count: It was my duty to do so. 

Jacx Straw: I daresay you have several things you want to 
talk to me about? 

Count: I was hoping you would give me a few minutes 
conversation. 

Jack Srraw: [To Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS.] Will you forgive 
us if we take a little stroll in the rose garden? 

Mrs. PARKER-]ENNINGS: [Griz/y.] Iam much honoured, sir, 
that your Royal Highness should condescend to walk in 
my rose garden. 

Jack Srraw: Come. [He takes the Count’s arm. .At the door 
the Count hesitates.] No, I pray you. Iam at home here— 
the most comfortable, hospitable home I have known 
for many a long day. 

Count: Do you propose to stay in these parts much longer, 
sir? 

Jack Srraw: I shall stay till Mrs. Parker-Jennings turns me 
out. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You do us a great honour, sir. [Te 
Counr goes out. Just as he is going JACK STRAW surns round 
and gives Mrs. ParKER-JENNINGS af elaborate wink. 
Fyuriously.| You, you, you, you, damned waiter! 


END OF THE SECOND ACT 


THE THIRD ACT 


The SCENE is the same as in the preceding Act. 
Next morning. 
Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS and VINCENT are discovered. 


VINCENT: Where’s the governor? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: He’s ’aving an interview with the 
waiter. 

VINCENT: I hope he’ll give him what for. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You trust your father for that. 
Oh, I thought I should never get through last night. 
Righteen people to dinner, and me on pins and needles 
the whole time. 

VINCENT: There’s a ripping long account of the Garden 
Party in the Cheshire Times. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Do you think I’ve not seen it? 

VINCENT: It went off beautifully; no one can deny that. 
There wasn’t a hitch. 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: [ With a little ery of rage.| Oh! 


[Enter Mr. PARKER-JENNINGS. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well? 
PARKER-JENNINGS: [Apologetically.| My dear. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Indignantly.| You’ve been and 
gone and made another old fool of yourself, Jennings. 
PARKER-JENNINGS: [With @ deprecating laugh.| I'm afraid it’s 

the same old fool as usual, Maria. 
Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Don’t make jokes at me, Robert. 
Keep them for your City friends. 
247 
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PARKER- JENNINGS: He’s had breakfast. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: ’As he indeed. At ’alf-past ‘eleven. 
He’s not putting himself out, is he? 

VINCENT: When’s he going, father? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: It isn’t a question of when he’s 
going. Your father went to him and said he was to clear 
out before twelve o’clock or we’d send for the police, 
come what might. That’s what you told him, Robert 
isn’t it? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, my dear... 

Mrs. ParkER-JENNINGS: You always were a fool, Jennings. 
What have you done now? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, my dear, he insisted on having one 
of the footmen in the room. He said he didn’t like this 
English habit of ours of having no servants at the 
breakfast-table. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You don’t mean to say you let him 
order my servants about? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: My dear, what could I do? There was 
one of them in the room at the time. 


Mrs. PaRKER-JENNINGS: And you sat by while he ate his 
breakfast? 

PARKER- JENNINGS: He has a very healthy appetite, Maria. 
Mrs. PARKER-]JENNINGS: Don’t talk to me. You must ’ave 
ad some opportunity to give him a piece of your mind. 
PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, my dear, we were left alone for a 

minute. 
Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well? 
PARKER-JENNINGS: [He/p/ess/y.] He was so affable that... 
Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Affable! Oh, you blithering fool. 
Wait till I get a word with him. 


PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, my dear, why didn’t you get rid of 
him last night? 
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Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: How could I get rid of ’im last 
night, with eighteen people come to dinner to meet ’im? 

VINCENT: What about Lady Wanley? 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: Oh, I never want to set eyes on her 
again. I know she was at the bottom of this. 

VINCENT: But I thought you’d sent for her. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: So I ’ave, and for Holland too. 
They got us into the mess, and they must get us out of it. 
It’s just as bad for them as for us now. That’s one 
comfort. 


[Jack Straw comes in, in flannels, looking very cool and 
comfortable. 


Jack Srraw: Hulloa, there you are! I was just hunting 
around for some one to give me a cigarette. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Ironically.] I ’ope you ’ad a com- 
fortable breakfast. 

Jack Straw: A 1, thanks. Give me a cigarette, old man? 


[VINCENT 7s helping himself to one, and JACK STRAW 
takes the case out of his hand, helps himself, and 
returns tt. 


VINCENT: Don’t mind me, will you? 

Jack Srraw: Not at all. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [.Agegressively.] Well? 

Jack Srraw: Jolly party you gave yesterday, Mrs. Jennings. 
It was a great success, wasn’t it? [Turning to PARKER- 
JENNINGS.] By the way, what was that port we drank last 
night? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: No, you don’t, my friend. You 
may be able to bluff Jennings, but you don’t bluff me. 
Jack Straw: Bluff? Bluff? I flatter myself on my knowledge 
of English, but I don’t think I’ve ever come across that 

word. 
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Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Haven’t you? Perhaps you ’aven’t 
come across the word skilly either? But, unless you look 
out, you'll know what it is before you want to. 


Jack Srraw: You talk in riddles, dear lady. I always think 
it a fatiguing habit. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, I’ll make myself clear. Don’t 
you ’ave any fear about that. 

Jack Srraw: [Sitting down lazily.| I can’t help feeling the 
interval between breakfast and luncheon in a country 
house is one of the most agreeable moments of the day. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: See that there’s no one about, 
Vincent. 
VINCENT: It’s all right, mater. 


Jack Straw: [Looking at him blandly.| You have all the airs of 
a conspirator in a romantic play, my friend. You only 
want a false beard and some blue spectacles to make the 
picture perfect. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Now then, you listen to me, 
young man. 

Jack Straw: You flatter me, madam. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: We’ve talked it over, my *usband 
and me, and we’re no fools, whatever you may think. 
You richly deserve to be ’anded over to the police. 


Jack Srraw: One moment. To which character are you 
now addressing yourself, to the Archduke Sebastian or 
the waiter from the Grand Babylon Hotel? 


Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: Oh, if you don’t take care, Pll give 
you such a box on the ears. 

Jack Srraw: You certainly wouldn’t do that to a royal 
personage, would you? You must be concerned for the 
moment with Jack Straw. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: It may surprise you, but 1 ’ave been 
for the last ’alf hour. 
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Jacx Srraw: I thought your manner had been a little 
abrupt. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I was saying that you richly 
deserved to be ’anded over to the police. ) 
Jack Straw: There may be two opinions on that question, 

but we will let it pass. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: But we don’t want a scandal. 

Jack Srraw: One has to be so careful in the smart set, 
doesn’t one? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: And we’re willing to let you go. 
Your luggage shall be packed, the motor shall take you 
to the station. 

VINCENT: Mother, we shall all have to see him off, or it’ll 
look so fishy. 

Mrs. PARKER-]ENNINGsS: Oh, we'll see him off. Anything to 
get rid of im safely. There’s a train in an hour from now. 
And I ’ave only one piece of advice to you, and that is, 
take the chance while you’ve got it. 

Jack Srraw: It’s very kind of you, but I’m extremely 
comfortable here. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You make me laugh. 

Jacx Straw: I always think it hard that it should be so 
difficult to make people do that when you’re trying to be 
funny, and so easy when you’re trying to be serious. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You don’t want me to tell my 
footman to take you by the scruff of the neck, and... . 

Jacx Straw: My dear lady, let us keep perfectly calm. It 
would become neither of us to lose our tempers. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Do you mean to say you won’t go? 

Jack Srraw: You put it in such a brutal way. Let us say 
rather, that I cannot tear myself away from your hospit- 
able roof. 

Mrs. PARKER-]ENNINGS: Ha, and how long do you propose 
to give us the honour of your company? 
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Jacx Straw: Well, I really haven’t quite made up my mind. 
I’m proposing to await developments. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Send for the police, Robert. 1 
won’t put up with it. 
VINCENT: You know, mother .. . 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Hold your tongue, Vincent .. . 
[To Jack Straw.] Oh, my friend, I’m sorry for you. 
Those nice white ’ands of yours will look pretty after 
they’ve been picking oakum for six months. 


Jack Srraw: I had an idea that had been abolished in 
England. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh no, I think not. 


Jack Straw: Ah, perhaps it was the treadmill I was thinking 
of. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, Vincent, ow much longer 
are you going to stand there like a stuffed owl? 


Jacx Srraw: Do my eyes deceive me, or is that a local paper 
that I see? [He takes it up.] Ah, I surmised that it would 
have an account of your garden party. Two columns of 
it, by Jove! You must wish you hadn’t asked so many 
people. [Reading.}] The Duchess of St. Erth, the 
Marchioness of Mereston, the Marquess of Mereston, 
Lord and Lady Hollington, Viscount Parnaby—dear me, 
how smart—Lady Wanley, Mr. and Mrs. Lamberville, 
the Bishop of Sheffield, and the Honourable Mrs. 
Spratte. . . . I say, won’t your humbler friends grind 
their teeth with envy. But doesn’t it say anything about 
me? Here it is. [Reading.] ‘“The Archduke Sebastian 
looked every inch a prince.” I said so. [Reading to him- 
se/f.] Oh, spare my blushes. [.A/oxd.] “His Royal High- 
ness enchanted every one by the grace of his bearing and 
the charm of his Imperial personality.” Blood will tell. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [To PARKER-JENNINGS.] Are you 
going to stand there and let this man insult me, Robert? 
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Jack Srraw: [Blandly.] And what do you imagine all these 
noble and distinguished persons will think when they 
read in the next number of the local paper that the royal 
personage whose hand they were so pleased to shake—I 
did my duty like a hero, didn’t IP>—was serving coffee and 
liqueurs a fortnight ago in the Grand Babylon Hotel? 


Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: Oh, be quiet, you .. . 


Jack Srraw: I can hear a titter rising softly in the village, 
with the doctor and the parson and the solicitor, whom 
you didn’t ask to your party, and I can hear it increase to 
a ripple of laughter as the story spreads through Cheshire. 
I can hear a Homeric peal as it travels from county to 
county. It’s a great guffaw in Manchester and Liverpool 
and the cities of the North, and already I hear the deep 
laughter of Bristol and Portsmouth and the West. And 
when it reaches London—you know how things go in 
London, it’s so large that it takes it a little time really to 
get hold of anything, but when at last it comes, can’t you 
see the huge city holding its aching sides and bellowing 
with laughter. But Pll tell you who won’t see the joke— 
[taking up the paper and reading|—oh, they'll laugh very 
much on the wrong side of their mouths; the Duchess of 
St. Erth, the Marchioness of Mereston, and my Lady 
Hollington and my Lord Parnaby, and the Bishop of 
Sheffield and the Honourable Mrs. Spratte. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, you devil! 


Jacx Srraw: I can see you flying before the laughter like 
three tremulous leaves before the wind, and the laughter 
will pursue you to Paris, where they'll make little songs 
about you on the boulevards, and the Riviera, where 
they'll sell your photographs on picture post-cards. ] can 
see you fleeing across the Atlantic to hide your heads in 
the immensity of America, and there the Yellow Press, 
pea-green with frenzy, will pile column of ridicule upon 
column of invective. Oh, my dear lady, do you think it 
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isn’t worth while to endure six months hard labour to 
amuse the world so profoundly? 

[There is a silence. PARKER-JENNINGS fakes out bis 
handkerchief, makes it into a ball and mops his 
forehead. “VINCENT noticing him, does the same. 
Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS gives the two a glance, sees 
what they are doing, takes out her handkerchief, rolls it 
up, and slowly mops her forehead. 

PARKER- JENNINGS: It’s no good, Maria; we can’t give him in 
charge. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Tell me something I don’t know. 
We're in the man’s hands, and he knows it. 

Jack Srraw: [With an amiable smile.) 1 thought you would 
come to see the situation from my point of view. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Beasen.] What are you going to do? 

Jack Straw: At the present moment, with your permission, 
I am going to have a small brandy and soda. Ring the 
bell, Vincent. 

VINCENT: Shall I, ma? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [With angry resignation.| Oh, yes, 
ring it. 

Jack Srraw: For your own sake, I warn you to behave with 
the utmost decorum before the servant. 

[A FooTMAn appears. 


PARKER-JENNINGS: Bring his Royal Highness a brandy and 
soda, James. 

SERVANT: Very good, sir. [ Exit. 

Mrs, PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, I wish it would choke you. 

Jack Srravw: I’m afraid I can hold out no hope of that. 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: Now, look here, I’m no fool, Mr. 

I don’t know what tocallyou... 

Jack Srraw: You'll find it'll be more convenient to address 
me as you have always done. 
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Vincent: The cheek of it! I can see myself saying sir to a 
damned waiter. 

Jack Srraw: You were assuting me that you were no fool, 
madam. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You know just as we do that the 
last thing we want is a scandal, and you’ve got us on 
toast. 

Jack Straw: Well browned on both sides. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: If you'll go quietly and at once 
we'll give you a couple of hundred pounds. Therel 

Jacx Srraw: Oh, this is a blow. To think that any one 
should be willing to give two hundred pounds to get rid 
of me! And I’ve always flattered myself that I was such 
an agreeable guest in a country house. 

VINCENT: They have funny tastes in the servants’ hall, I 
daresay. 

Jack Straw: You have quite a knack of saying clever things, 
haven’t you? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well? 

Jack Straw: Madam, nothing will induce me to leave you 
till I have eradicated the unfortunate impression which I 
appear to have made on you. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Do you mean tosay... 

PARKER- JENNINGS: [Interrupting.] Take care, mother. There’s 
James. 

[The Footman enters with brandy and soda and glasses. 

Jack Srraw: Be a good fellow, Vincent, and mix it for me, 
will you? 

Vincent: Certainly, sir. 

Jack Srraw: Where do you get your brandy, Mr. Jennings? 
I like it very much. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: It’s very good of your Royal Highness 


to say so. 
Exit FOOTMAN. 
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Mrs. ParKER-JENNINGS: Oh, it’s insufferable. 
[Enter the FoorMan fo announce. 
Foorman: Lady Wanley. Mr. Holland. 
[They enter. Exit FooTMAN 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: There you are at last! This is a 
pretty kettle of fish. 


VINCENT: Mother, for heaven’s sake don’t be vulgar. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, I can’t be refined now. If I’m 
vulgar, I can’t ’elp it. 

HOLLAND: But what is the matter? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Good heavens, he’s the matter. 
He won’t go. 

Lapy Wan Ley: Whatl 

Jacx Srraw: You know, it makes me feel very uncomfort- 


able to hear you discussing me like this. Wouldn’t you 
like me to retire? 


PARKER-JENNINGS: We’ve threatened him with the police. 

Ho.tianp: Well? 

PARKER-JENNINGS: He just laughs at us. 

VINCENT: We’ve even demeaned ourselves by offering him 
money. 

Ho.anp: Of course he doesn’t want your money. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well, ’adn’t you better suggest 
what he does want? 


Hotianp: Look here, Jack, you’ve made fools of the whole 
lot of us. Won’t you be a brick and clear out? We really 
are in a deuce of a scrape. 


Jacx Straw: I am always touched by an appeal to my better 
nature, but in this case I propose to steel myself against 
your entreaties. 


Ho.ianp: Damn youl 
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Jack Srraw: Don’t lose your temper. You'll only say 
something foolish, and I shall score off you. 

Ho.ianp: There’s only one thing to do, and that is to turn 
you out by main force. 

Jack Straw: That, strange as it may seem to you, has 
already been suggested, but I have explained to dear Mrs. 
Jennings the inconvenience of that course. 


[Enter the FOOTMAN. 


Footman: Mts. Withers is in her motor, madam, and wishes 
to know if you can see her for a moment. 


Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: Oh, I can see nobody. 


Jacx Srraw: I hope you’re not refusing to see her on my 
account, dear Mrs. Jennings. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Very affably, before the servant.) Oh 
no, Sit. 

Jacx Straw: I wonder if you’d very much mind her coming 
in. I thought her such a nice woman, I should like to see 
her again. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, of course, if your Royal 
Highness wishes it .. . 

Jacx Srraw: Thanks so much. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Show ’er in, James. 

FoormMan: Very good, madam. 

[Exit FOOTMAN. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: My own ’ouse isn’t my own now. 
I’m forced to see every one] don’t want to. If there’s any 
one I can’t bear it’s Fanny Withers. I only asked her 
yesterday because I thought she’d eat her ’eart out with 
jealousy. She’s a snob if you like. I don’t know what she 
wants to come here for at this hour. [To Jacx Straw.] 
Impostor! Impostor! 


Jack Srraw: You know, upon my word you're all very 
ungrateful. I lent an é/a¢ to your party which has found 
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lasting fame in the columns of the local paper. I chatted 
cordially with the Duchess of St. Erth, I allowed the 
Bishop of Sheffield to tell me harrowing stories about the 
immorality of the very best people, and when Count 
what’s his name... 

Mrs. ParkER-JENNINGS: Adrian von Bremer—you might 
trouble to remember the name of your own Ambassador. 

Jacx Srraw: And when Count von Bremer came on the 
scene, and you were all at your wits’ end, I carried the 
whole thing off in a way which only my native modesty 
prevents me from describing as superb. 

Mrs. ParKER-JENNINGS: How he didn’t find you out I don’t 
know. I was on pins and needles all the time he was here. 


[Enter the Footman, followed by Mrs. WirHers 


Footman: Mrs. Horton Withers. [ Eixst 


Mrs. Wiruers: Oh, my dear, I had to pop in just to tell you 
how beautifully everything went off yesterday. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I’m glad our party had your 
approval. 

Jack Srraw: How do you do, Mrs. Withers? 

Mrs. WirHeErs: It’s very good of your Royal Highness to 
remember me. 

Jacx Srraw: It’s one of the specialities of my profession, 
you know. 

Mrs. Wirners: Are you going to favour us much longer 
with your presence in the neighbourhood, sir? 

Jacx Straw: If Mrs. Jennings will keep me I don’t propose 
to make an immediate move. 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: My house is at your disposal, sir, as 
long as you choose to honour it. 

Jacx Srraw: Mrs. Jennings is the most amiable hostess. 
Don’t you think it would be nice if we took a turn in the 
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garden, Mrs. Jennings? I’m sure Lady Wanley would 
like you to show her your roses. 

Lapy Wantey: Mrs. Jennings was good enough to show 
them to us yesterday. 

Jack Straw: We have it on good authority that a thing of 
beauty is a joy for ever. Mr. Jennings will show them to 
you again to-day. 

PARKER-]ENNINGS: I shall be very proud and ’appy to carry 
out your Royal Highness’s wishes. 

[Jack Straw stands at the door for Lapy WANLEY and 
PARKER- JENNINGS /0 g0 out. 


Jacx Srraw: [To Vincent.] Won’t you come? 
VINCENT: Certainly, sir. 
[Mrs. WITHERS and VINCENT gp ont. 


Jack Straw: I will join you in one moment. By the way, 
where is your daughter? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: She’s gone for a walk with Lord 
Serlo. 

Jack Straw: Be so good as to tell her the moment she comes 
in that I should be very grateful if I could see her. 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: What about? 

Jack Straw: She’ll doubtless be able to tell you that herself 
after our interview. 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: I’m not going to do anything of the 
kind. 

Jack Straw: You will be so good as to do what I ask, Mrs. 
Jennings. [ Exit. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: There, you see he actually orders 
me about now. I’m beginning to think we shall never 
get rid of him. I feel that he’ll stay on here always. I can 
see him growing old under this roof, eating my food and 
drinking my wine, and sending in his tailor’s bills for 
Jennings to pay. And it’s all your doing. 
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Hotzanp: I’m very sorry. I promise you that. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: What’s the good of being sorry? 
The only thing you can do is to ’elp us to get rid of ’im. 
And it’s ruined Ethel’s chances with Serlo. He won't 
look at her now. 

Ho.iianp: Well, I daresay that’s not much loss. 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: I’m only thankful she wouldn’t ’ave 
anything to do with that man when we thought ’e was an 
Archduke. 


Hotuanp: Do you know, if I were you I’d let her see him. I 
have an idea that when he’s had a talk with her he’ll be 
quite willing to go. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: What do you mean by that? 


[Enter ErHEL and Lorp SERLO. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Very affably.] Has Ethel been 
taking you for a walk, dear Lord Serlo. 

SERLO: Yes, we’ve been for a little stroll, don’t you know. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I do ’ope she ’asn’t tired you. 
She’s such a walker, ain’t you, my dear? 

SERLO: My idea of goin’ for a walk is sitting on a gate, don’t 
you know. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: And a very good idea too. That’s 
just what I like myself. 

SERLO: [Dri/y.] Change in the wind to-day, isn’t there? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Innocently.] Is there? I didn’t 
notice it. 

[PARKER-JENNINGS comes in frantically. 


PARKER- JENNINGS: Maria, he’s cutting all our prize roses for 
the show and giving them to Fannie Withers. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Ohl 


[She és just going to bolt out when JACK STRAW appears 
with a handful of magnificent roses. 
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Jacx Srraw: I say, you haven’t got a basket, have you? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: You—you—you perfect fooll 

Jack Srraw: What have I done now? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: We were going to show those next 
week at the Crystal Palace. 

Jack Srraw: I thought they were very nice. That’s why it 
struck me Mrs. Withers might like them. 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: [Snatching them from him.| Ohl 


[She flounces out, followed by PARKER- JENNINGS. 


Jack Srraw: [Coming into the room calmly.| Tm afraid I 
haven’t done the right thing. 

SERLO: You’ve put your foot right in it this time, old man. 

Jack Straw: I wish I had that little book of etiquette on me. 
I wonder if it says anything about prize roses. [To 
Eruex.] I haven’t had the pleasure of saying good 
morning to you yet. 

SERLO: You know, old man, I don’t want to seem disagree- 
able, but when Miss Jennings and I went for a walk we 
had some sort of idea that by the time we came back 
you'd have hooked it, don’t you know. 

Jacx Srraw: My dear Holland, I wonder if you’d do me the 
setvice of telling Mrs. Withers that dear Mrs. Jennings is 
putting the roses into a basket for her. 

Ho.uanp: [Laughing against bis will.| It’s not the least use 
being angry with you, Jack. [ll go by all means. 

[Ex#?. 

Jack Straw: There goes a man of tact. If I were a Sultan 
I’d make him my Grand Vizier. 


[He looks reflectively, but very pointedly, at SERLO. 


SERLO: What are you starin’ at me for? 


Jacx Srraw: I was wondering how I could suggest to you 
with proper delicacy that you might conveniently follow 


his example. 
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ErweEt: I should much prefer Lord Serlo to stay here. 


Jack Srraw: I have matters of some importance to discuss 
with you. 

Erne: I am sure that you have nothing to say that Lord 
Serlo cannot hear. 

Jack Srraw: Very well, I will make an effort to overcome 
my.customary modesty. 

SERLO: I don’t know where that comes in. You’ve got about 
the biggest cheek that I’ve ever come across. 

Jacx Srraw: To tell you the truth, it has been my only 
means of livelihood for the last four years. 

ErHeE.: What have you to say to me? 

Jacx Straw: Couldn’t you give me a slight smile just to 
encourage me a little? 

Erne: You force me to say what I would rather have left 
unsaid. I’m horrified that you should be so hatefully 
cruel. I think it’s infamous that you should lend yourself 
to a stupid practical joke. 

Jack Srraw: My dear Serlo, won’t you—hook it? 

Erue: I want him to stay. 

Jacx Srraw: It makes him feel very uncomfortable. He’s 
full of tact too—T’ll make him a grand vizier—and he’s 
feeling awfully de trop. 

SERLO: You needn’t bother about my feelings so much as all 
that, you know. 

Jack Srraw: [To Eruez.] Won’t you hear what I’ve got to 
say for myself? You don’t think I care twopence about 
their practical joke? I came here because it was my only 
chance of seeing you. 

ErHe.: What you’ve done fills me with horror and disgust. 

Jack Srraw: Didn’t you see from the first minute that I was 
desperately in love with your 


SERLO: I say, this really is very awkward for me. 
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Jacx Srraw: You told me not to bother about your feelings. 


Eruev: [Unable to prevent a laugh.| You know, you’re too 
absurd. I know I ought to be very angry with you, but I 
can’t. 

Jacx Srraw: Do you remember what you said to me 
yesterday? 


Erne: No. 


Jacx Straw: Then I'll remind you. You asked me to go 
away—because I was a royal personage. Do you still 
want me to go if I’m only a waiter? 


Erne: I might have known that you were laughing at me 
all the time. 


Jack Straw: You know, if I had been a royal personage and 
disguised myself as a waiter in order to be by your side 
you’d have thought it very romantic. Why should it 
shock you when it is a waiter who for the same reason 
assumes the royal personage? 


ErueE.: If you can’t see the difference it’s useless for me to 
tell you. 


Jacx Straw: Won’t you marry me, Ethel? 

SERLO: I say, I’ve got a good mind to kick you out of the 
house. 

JACK Straw: Have you? In that case I can only congratulate 
myself that I’m the champion amateur boxer in 
Pomerania. 


SERLO: That complicates matters a bit, don’t it? 


Jack Straw: Upon my soul, I’ve never made a proposal of 
marriage under such embarrassing circumstances. [To 
ErnHe..] Now, my dear, don’t be unreasonable. You 
practically refused me yesterday because I was an 
Archduke. You’re not going to refuse me now because 
I’m nobody in particular? 


ErHex: [Frigid/y.] And can you give me any reason why I 
should accept you? 


264 JACK STRAW ACT III 


Jacx Srraw: Well, it may have escaped your notice, but 
there’s the very good reason that you’te just as much in 
love with me as I am with you. 

ETHEL: IP 

Jacx Srraw: Can you honestly deny it? But if you doI shall 
venture to disbelieve you. 

Erne: It’s very easy to convince you. Lord Serlo, you were 
good enough to tell me yesterday that. . . 


[She stops with a little tremor of hesitation. 


SERLO: By Jove, d’you mean it? 

Erue : [Swiling.] I mean anything you like. 

SERLO: [ With a low bow.] Mr. Straw, I beg to announce to you 
my engagement with Miss Ethel Parker-Jennings. 

Jack Srraw: I’m still unconvinced. I’m afraid you’re 
incorrigibly romantic, my dear, and I’m certain your 
mamma will be very much annoyed. 

ErHe.: Oh, you ate too exasperating. I wish I could make 
you really angry. 

[HOLLAND runs in. 

Ho.anp: I say, Jack, look out. 

Jack Straw: What’s the matter? 


[Enter Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS, much agitated, and 
PARKER- JENNINGS. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: The game’s up. It’s too late now to 
do anything. 

Ho.tuanp: Von Bremer has come again. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: And he’s got some one with him in his 
motor, who looks suspiciously like a policeman in plain 
clothes. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: What’s to be done? For ’eaven’s 
sake, don’t stand there grinning like a Cheshire cat. 

ErHe: [ Oxickly.] You won’t be arrested? 
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Hotianp: Look here, there’s still time for you to get out. 
[Enter VINCENT. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Well? 

VINCENT: Lady Wanley’s talking to him. She'll detain him 
as long as she can. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Blessings on her! I’ll forgive ’er 
everything. 

ErHex: Oh, please go while you have a chance. I couldn’t 
bear to see you arrested. 

Jack Straw: Why should you care? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Now, look here. You’ve played a 
nasty trick on me, but you’ve got the cheek of the devil. 
I don’t want you to get into trouble. I don’t know what 
there is about you, but I can’t ’elp liking you. 

Jack Srraw: Madam, only the importunate presence of 
your lord and master prevents me from hurling myself at 
your feet. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, don’t talk stuff. I want to ’elp 
you to get away. 

Jack Straw: [With a dramatic gesture.| Madam, my mother’s 
only son has never fled before a foe. I will stay and face 
the music. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I’m not thinking of myself now. 
If there is a scandal I’m rich enough to make people 
forget it. 

SeRLO: I say, old man, you’d better hook it. England’s no 
place for you just now. 

Erue.: [In an undertone.) If you care for me at all, don’t run 
this horrible risk. 

Jack Srraw: If you were only pressing me to stay this 
unanimity would be extremely flattering. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: The man’s mad. The man’s as mad 
as a March ’are. He ought to be shut up in a lunatic 
asylum. 
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Jack Srraw: I forget if Napoleon was one of my ancestors, 
but I feel just like him at this moment. “J’y suis, j’y 
reste.” 

SERLO: In point of fact it was MacMahon who said that. 

Jack Straw: [With a noble flourish.| I prefer to think it was 
Napoleon. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: They’te just strolling along. 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: Then it’s too late. And it’s all got to 
come out before Florrie Withers. 

VINCENT: [From the window.| I say, Lady Wanley is making 
him look at the roses. 

Ho..anp: She is a brick; she’s gaining every moment she 
can. 

Jack Straw: By the way, talking about roses, have you had 
that bunch put in a basket that I cut for Mrs. Withers? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, I should like to take you by the 
neck and strangle you. 

PARKER-JENNINGS: Look out. 

[They all stop for a moment in a state of breathless 
expectation. LADY WANLEY comes in with Mrs. 
Wirners. She gasps as she sees JACK STRAW. 


Lapy Wan ey: Oh, I thought you’d gone. 
[She is immediately followed by ADRIAN VON BREMER. 
Jack Straw goes up to him very cordially. 
Jack Straw: Ah, my dear friend, I’ve been expecting you all 
the morning. 
[They all start. As the scene proceeds there is in every one 
increasing astonishment and perplexity. 
Von Bremer: I couldn’t come before. I have only just 
received the answer to my telegram. 
Jack Srraw: Have you good news for me? 
Von Bremer: The best. The Emperor agrees to all your 
wishes. 
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Jack Srravw: Bless his old heart. 


Von Bremer: His Majesty is all eagerness to see you again. 
He is expecting a letter from you by every post. [He goes 
up to ErHey.] Madam, I am commanded by my august 
master to offer you his most cordial greeting. 

ETHEL: Me? 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: I don’t know if I’m standing on my 
’ead or my ’eels. 

Jack Straw: Then nothing remains but for me to make my 
declaration in due form. Mrs. Jennings, I have my 
grandfather’s permission to ask you for your daughter’s 
hand in marriage. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [Breaking out.] But the man’s an 
impostor. He’s no more the Archduke Sebastian than I 
am. 

Mrs. Wirrers: What do you mean? 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Oh, well, if you like you can ’ave 
it. You were there when it all started. I suppose I got 
out the wrong side of bed that morning, and when Mrs. 
Thing-a-magig, the Vicat’s wife, come up to me at the 
Grand Babylon Hotel, I snubbed her. [ve been very 
sorry for it since, and I’ve been punished for it. They 
knew I was an old snob—like you, Florrie—they 
thought they’d pay me out. They got one of the waiters 
from the ’otel to dress up like a gentleman, and they 
introduced him as the Archduke Sebastian. 


Mrs. Wiruers: [Pointing to Jack Straw.] That? 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Yes, that! He’s a waiter, that’s 
what he is. And for the last week Pve been making a 
perfect fool of myself over *im. 

Von Bremer: [Mach mystified.| But—I don’t understand. I’ve 
known the Archduke Sebastian since he was born. 

Hotianp: You’re mistaken. This person and I were in 
America together. I lived with him for two years. I 
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don’t know his real name, but he passes under that of 
Jack Straw. 


Von Bremer: But what you say is absurd. I know him as 
well as my own son. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: D’you mean to say he really is an 
Archduke? 


Von Bremer: Of course he is. The only mystery is how he 
turned up here when we’ve been hunting the whole 
world for the last four years to find him. 


Ho .anp: But are you the Jack Straw who was with me in 
the States? 


Jack Srraw: Yes. 


Lapy Waniey: And are you the waiter of the Grand 
Babylon Hotel? 


Jack Srraw: Yes. 


Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: And are you the Archduke 
Sebastian of Pomerania? 


Jack Srraw: Yes. 
SERLO: Well, Pm jiggered. 


Jack Srraw: Perhaps you will allow me to explain. Four 
yeats ago I fell desperately in love with a lady whose 
speciality it was to kick higher than any one else in the 
world. She could kick a man’s tall hat off his head with 
such grace that I asked her to marry me. My grandfather 
refused to consent, and the lady was hurried over the 
frontier. [With a glance at ErHe.] I was a romantic dog 
myself in those days, and I followed her, only to find that 
she had already three more or less lawful husbands. The 
sight of them, and the conviction that her peculiar talent 
would not greatly add to the felicity of domestic life, 
cured me of my passion. But the world did seem a bit 
hollow and empty, and I thought I’d see how it looked 
from the point of view of a man who had nothing but his 
wits to live on. After trying it, I tell you frankly that I 
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much prefer living on the revenues which rise from the 
strength of arm of my ancestors. When you saw me at 
the Grand Babylon Hotel I was preparing to return to the 
bosom of my family, but I saw this young lady, and the 
chance offering, decided to come down here. It was not 
unnatural that when I was asked to assume a grandilo- 
quent name I should assume my own. Yesterday, when I 
met Count von Bremer, I begged him to wire to the 
Emperor, asking for his consent to my marriage with 
Miss Ethel Jennings. 


Von Bremer: I have only to add that the Emperor, delighted 
with the prospect of seeing once more his favourite 
grandson, has gladly given his consent. 

Mrs. ParKER-JENNINGS: And when I think of all the things 
I’ve called you these last few hours .. . 

Jacx Srraw: They went in at the ear of a waiter, Madam, and 
slipped out at that of an Archduke. 


[He goes up to ETHEL. 


Jacx Straw: And now it only rests with you to give peace to 
an aged Emperor, satisfaction to eighty-one Archdukes, 
and happiness to your unworthy servant. 

ETHEL: I am engaged to be married to Lord Serlo. 

Mrs. PARKER- JENNINGS: What! I know nothing about this. 

Jack Straw: I knew our mamma wouldn’t be pleased. 

ETHEL: The fact remains. 

Jack Straw: [Going to SERLO.] Now, my dear friend, you’ve 
got the chance of a lifetime. It’s quite clear to me that 
there’s only one course open to you. ‘Take the centre 
of the stage and renounce the lady with all the moving 
expressions you can think of. 

SERLO: Look here, old man, I don’t think I quite like the 
way you keep on pulling my leg. 

Jack Srraw: Put a little dignity into it, man. 
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SERLO: I may be a blithering ass, but I can see without your 
tellin’ me that Ethel wouldn’t have had me at any price if 
she hadn’t wanted to score off you. 


Jack Straw: Oh, how some men throw away their chances! 
Strike the pathetic note, old man, or you’re done. 
When you’ve finished there oughtn’t to be a dry eye in 
the place. 

SERLO: Well, the fact is—it had entirely slipped my memory 
at the moment, but I had a letter this morning from the 
lady’s solicitor to remind me—I happen to be engaged 
to a young woman who can kick a man’s iopper off too. 

Jack Srraw: By Jove, I wonder if it’s the same one. 

Erne: Why didn’t you tell me? 

SERLO: Well, you know, it was a bit awk when you— 
CPs: x 

Jack Srraw: Threw youtself at his head. 

Erne: [To Jack Straw with a smile.| 1 ought to be very 
angry with you. You’ve laughed at me all the time. I 
don’t believe you'll ever take me seriously. If I really 
were the romantic creature you say I am, I’d be very 
dignified and refuse to have anything to do with you at 
all. 

Jack Srraw: But like all women you’re very sensible at 
heart, and you’ll do nothing of the kind. 

ETHEL: It’s not because I’m sensible, but because I suppose 
you were quite right in what you said just now. 

Jack Srraw: Bless you! I’d throw myself down on the floor 
and implore you to walk on me only I’m convinced you’d 
take me at my word. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: [With enormous satisfaction.] 1 knew 
he was an Archduke all the time. You can’t deceive a 
mother. 

Jack Srraw: [With a start.] There’s one thing I must break 
to you at once. Pomerania is in some ways still a 
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barbarous country. We have a dreadful law that when a 
member of the royal family marries a foreigner not of 
royal blood, his wife’s relations are prohibited from 
entering it. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: I should like to see any one 
prohibit me from going to see my own daughter. 

Jacx Straw: My dear lady, it grieves me infinitely to say it, 
but no sooner had you crossed our frontier than you 
would be instantly beheaded. 

Mrs. PARKER-JENNINGS: Truly, sir, a barbarous country. 


THE END 


